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Most of the pieces in this volume were written in eprly life[ 
a few are compatatively of reoent date ; and there ave booib of 
tliem which lay unflnished for nesrly thirty years. 

Upon reading, on their first appearaiice, certain of these 
bBllaclB, luid of tJie tighter pieces now comprised in the tliird 
volume of tliis collective ediUon, Mr. Edgeworth said to me, 
" Tftlte my word fbr it, sir, the bent of yonr genius is for 
comedy." I wns a£ Uttle displeased with the intended compU-' 
ment as one of the most distinguished poets of this age was 
witi Mr. Sheridan, who, upon returning a piny which he hud 
offered for acceptanoe at Diury Lane, told him it was a comi- 
cal tragedy. 

My late friend, Mr. William Taylor, of Norwich, whom none 
who knew him intimately oim ever call to mind without affec- 
tjon and regret, luis this passage in his Life of Dr. Snyersi 
« Not long after this (the year 1800), Mr. Robert Sonthey visit- 
ed Norwich, was introduced to Dr. Sayers, and parloolc those 
feelings of oompincant admiration which his prosenos was 
adapted to inspire. Dr. Sayers pointed out to us in conversa- 
tdon, as adapted for the theme of a ballad, a storj' related by 

chains, sprinkled with holy water; but who was, uEvcctlieless, 
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4 souTUF.y s POJiMS. 

carrifld off by demons. Already, I believe, Dr. Sayera hod 
made a bullndou the subject; eodidl; and so did Mr. Southey ! 
Irat, aiW sfloicg the ' Old Woinnii of Berkeley,' we agreed hi 
awarding to it the prefarenoe. StUI, the very different manner 
in which each had employed tlie same basis of narration might 
render welcome the opportnnity of comparison ; but I have not 
found among the papei's of Dr. Sayefs a oopy of bis poem." 

There is a mistake here es to the date. This, my first visit 
to Norwich, was m the spring of 119S; and I had so mnch to 
interest me there in the sooiety of my kind host and friend Mr. 
William Taylor, that the mention at Dr. Sayers's table of tiie 
story in Olaus Magnns made no impression on me at the time, 
and was preaefitly forgotten. Indeed, if 1 had known that either 
he or his friend had written or intended to write a ballad upon 
the subject, tliat knowledge, however much the story might 
have pleased me, would have withheld me from all tiiongbt of 
versifying it. In the antnmii of the eame year, I passed some 
days at Hereford with Mr. William Bowyer Thomas, one of the 
friends with whom, in 1736, 1 had visited the Arrablda Convent^ 
near Setubal. By his means, I obtained permission to make 
use of the books in the Cathedral Library ( and accordingly 
I was locked np fbr seveiat momhigs in tliat part of the 
catliedi-al where the books were kept in chains. So little 
were these books used at that time, that, in placing tliem 
upon the shelves, no legaid had been had to the length of 
the chains ; and, when the volume which I wished to consult 
was fastened to one of the upper shelves by a short chain, the 
only means by which it was possible to malte use of it was by 
piling upon the reading-desk as many volumes with longer 
chains as would reach up to the length of its tether; then, by 
standing on a chair, I was able to effect my purpose. There, 
and thus, I first I'end the story of the " Old Woman of Berkeley " 
in Mattliew of Westminster, and transcribed it into a pocket- 
book. 1 had no recollection of what liad passed at Dr. Say- 
ers's; but the circumstantial dotiuls in the monkish chronicle 
impressed me so strongly, that I began to versify them that 
very evening. It was the last day of our pleasant visit to 
Hereford ; and, on the Ibllowing morning, the remaujder of the 
ballad was pencilled in a posl^chaise on our way to Abberley. 
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PHEFACK TO BALLADS, ETC. 5 

Mr. Wathen, n. singular and obliging person, who nfterivards 
made a vofnge to the East Indiea, and published iin occount 
of what he saw there, traced foi- me a filc^rimile of n wooden 
out in the " lijaremherg Chronicle" (wiiichwaa among tlie prt- 
sonera in the cathedral). It represents the old wonimi's foroi- 
hle abduction from hor intended plaoe of bnrisl. This was 
put into the hajida of a Bristol iirCIst; and the engmving in 
wood which he made from it was prefixed to the ballad when 
first pablished. In the second TOluine of mj poems, 1799. The 
Daril alludes to it in his" Waik," when he oomplnins of a cer- 
tain poet aa having " put him in ugly ballnds, witli iibeiions 
piotnrfls, for sale." 

The paasaga irom Matthew of Westmineter whs prefixed to 
Ulb ballad when first published, and it has continued to be so 
in eiery subsequent edition of my minor poems from that time 
to the present; for, whenever I have founded either a poem, or 
part of one, upon any legend, or poi-tioa of histoiy, I have 
either extracted the passage to which I was indebted, if ita 
length jiUowad, or have referred to it. Mr. Payne CotUer, 
however, after the ballad, with Its parentage affixed, had been 
twenty years before the public, discovered that 1 had copied 
tiie story tVom Hey wood's " Hlne Boolca of various Histoiy oon- 
oeming Women," and that I had not thought proper to aoltnow- 
ledge the obligation. The discovery is thus stated in that 
genUeman's " PoeUoai Decameron," vol. i. p. 328. Speakingof 
the booli, one of his interlocutora aays, " It is not of such rari- 
ty or singuiarity as to deserve particular notice now; only, 
if yon retbr to p. 448, you will find the story on which Mr. 
Sonthey fiiunded his mock-ballad of the " Old Woman of Berke- 
ley." Ton wlU see, too, that the mode in which it ia told is 

" MoKTON. Had Mr. Southey sect 

" BocRNB. It Is not improbable ; i 
the resemblance is bo oxaet: you may judge fiom the tew 
foUoiving sentences." 

Part of Hey wood's narraUon is then given; upon which one 
of tlie speakers observes, " The raaembianca is exact, and it 
is not unlikely that Heywood and Soutliey copied from the 
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"Bourne. Perhaps so; Haywood quotes Guillerirnns in 
Special. Eisior,, iib. xxvi. e. 28. He afterwarils relates, aa 
Southey, tliat the Devil placed the Old Woman of Beriteley 

four miles off." 

It eaiinot, however, ba dispated, that Mr. Payne Collier has 
mads one disoovery relating to this snbjeot ; for he has dis- 
covered thiit the " Old Woman of Berkeley " ia a inoclc-balJad. 
Certainly tliis was never siispeotBd by the author or any of 
his friends. It obtsiiied a very different obavaoter in Kuaaia, 
wbei-e, having been translated and pobilshed, it. was prohibited 
for this siognlnr reason, Ihat children were said to be frightened 
by it. This I was told by a Rnssian traveller who called upon 
me at Keswick. 

EEsnics, Msish 8, lass. 
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MARY, THE MAID OF THE INN. 



The circumsljuices related in tlie following bQlliid wore told 
me, whea a salioalboy, as baving happened in tlie ni)r<h of 
England. Either Fumes or Kirkstall Abbey (I forget; wiiioh) 
was njuned as the scene. The original stoiy, howayer, is in 
Dr. Plot's " History of Staffordshire." 

" Amongst the unusual accidents," says this amusing author, 
" tha.t haye attondad tha femala sex in the course of their Uvea, 
I think I may also reckon tha narrow escapes thsy hare made 
from death. Whareof I met with one mentioned with admi- 
ration by everybody at Leek, that bappened not far off at tha 
Black Here of Morridga, which, though famous for nothing for 
which it is commonly reputed so (as that it is bottomless, no 
cattle will drink of it, or birds fly ovar or settle upon it, all 
which I found false), yet is so for the signal deliverance of a 
poor woman enticed thither in a dismal, storniy night by a 
bloody ruffian, who had first gotten her with child, and in- 
tanded, in this remote inhospitable place, to have despatched 
her by drowning. The same night (Providence so ordering it) 
there were several persons of inferior riuik drinking in an ale- 
house at Leak, whereof one having been out, and observing 
the darliness and other ill circumatances of tha weather, com- 
ing in again, said to the rest of his companions, that he were 
a, stout man indeed that would veature to go to tlie Black Mere 
of Morridga in aaoh a night a^ that ; to which one of them re- 
pljing, Ihiit, for a crown or some such sum, he would undar- 
take it, the rest, joining their pucsas, said he should have . 
his demand. The bargiun being struck, away he went on his 
journey, with a atiok in ins hand, which he was to leave there 
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SB a tesSmony of Ms performnnos. At length, coming naar 
the mero, he heard the lamentable cries of this disti-essed 
woman begghig formeroy, which atJlcat put him to a stand; 
bat^ being a umn of grent resolution and some polioy, he want 
boldly on, however, counterfeiting the presenoa of dlTCrs other 
persons, calling Jack, Dick, nud Tom, rind crying, ' Here are 
tha rogues we looked foi' 1 ' Ike. ; whioh. baing heard by the 
murderer, he left the woman, and flodi whom the other man 
found by the roeve-side, alniost stiipped of her olotlies, and 
brought her with him to Leek as an ample tastimony of hia 
littTing been at the mere, and of God's providence too." — 
P. 391. 

The metro ia Mr. Lewis's uivcntion } and metre is one of the 
few things concerning which popularity may be admitted as a 
proof of merit. The ballad has become popular owing to the 
metre and the story; and it has been made the subject of a 



Who is yonder poor Maniac, whose wildly fixed «ye.s 
Seem a heart overcharged to express ? 

She weeps not, yet oftea and deeply she aigh-i ; 

She never complains, but her silence implies 
The eomposnre of settled distress, 

2. 
Mb pity she looks lor, no alms doth she seek ; 

Nor for raiment nor food doth she care : 
Through her lattera the winds of the winter blow 

hleaJt 
On thatwithered breast; andherweafher-woni cheek 
Hath the hue of a mortal despair. 
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3. 
Yet cheerful and happy, nor distant the day, 

Poor Mary the Maniac hath been ; 
The travellci' remembers, who journeyed this way, 
No damsel so lovely, no damsel so gay. 

As Mnry, tlie Maid of the Inn. 

4. 
Her cheerfiil address filled the guests wiih dcliglit, 

As she welcomed them in with a smile : 
Her heart was a stranger to childish affright ; 
And Mary would wait by the Abbey at Dight, 

When the wind whistled down the dark aisle. 



She loved ; and young liidiai-d had settled the day, 

And she hoped to be happy for life : 
But Richard was idle and worthless ; and they 
Who knew him would pity poor Mary, and say 

That she was too good for his wife. 



'Twas in autumn, and stormy and dark w;ls rhe nigl 

And fast were the windows and door: 
Two guests sat enjoying the lire that- burnt bright 
And, smoking in silence with tranquil delight, 
They hsiened to hear the wind roar. 



"'Tis pleasant," cried one, "seated by (lie fireside. 
To hear iJie wind whistle withoul." 
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" his comrade replied: 
" Methinks a man's courage would now be well tried 
"Who should wander the ruins about. 



" I myself, like a schixilboy, should ti-emble to hear 

The hoarse ivy shake over my head ; 
And eould fancy I saw, haif persuaded by fear, 
Some ugly old abbot's grim spirit appear ; 
For this wind might awaken the dead 1 " 

9. 
"I'll wager a dinner," the other one cried, 

" That ilary woald venture there now," 
" Then wager and lose ! " with a sneer he replied : 
" m warrant she'd fancy a ghost by her side. 

And faint if she saw a white cow." 

10. 
"Will Mary this charge on her courage allow?" 

His companion eiiLclaiiiied with a snule; 
" I shall win ; for I know she will venture there now, 
And earn a new bonnet by bringing a bough 

From the elder that grows in the aisle." 

11. 
"With fearless good-humor did Mary comply. 

And her way to the Abbey she bent : 
The night was dark, and the wind was high ; 
And, as hollowly howUng it swept (lirougli the sky, 

She sliivered with cold as she went. 
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MAKY, THE MAID OF TUB INK. 31 

12. 

O'er the path so well known still proceecled the Maid 

"Where the Abbey rose dim on the sight ; 
Through the gateway she entered; she felt not afraid; 
Tet the ruins were lonely and wild, and their shade 
d to deepen the gloom of the night. 



All around her was silent, save when the rude blast 

Howled dismally round the old pile : 
Over weed-covered fragments she fearlessly passed, 
And arrived at the innermost ruin at last, 
Where the elder-tree grew in the aisle. 

14. 
"Well pleased did she reaeh it, and quickly drew 

And hastily galhered the bough ; 
When the sound of a voice seemed to rise on her ear : 
She paused, and she listened intently, in fear, 

And her heart panted painfully now. 

16. 
The wind blew ; the lioarse ivy shook over her head ; 

She listened, — nought else could she hear; 
The wind fell ; her heart sunk in her bosom with 

dread, 
For she heard in the ruins distinctly the ti-ead 
Of footsteps approadiing her near. 
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lieliiiid a wide wilumn, half breathless witli fear, 

She crept to conceal herself there : 
That instant the moon o'er a dark cloud shone clear, 
And she saw in the mooolight two rufBaiis appear, 

And between them a corpse did they beai'. 

17. 
Then Mary could feel her heart^blood ciiivile cold r 

Again the rough wind hurried by ; 
It blew off the hat of the one, and, behold ! 
Even close to the feet of poor Maiy it rolled : 

She fell, and expected to die. 



" Curse the hat ! " he exclaims. " Nay, come on 
tiU we hide 

The dead body," his comrade rephes. 
She beholds them in safely pass on by her aide ; 
She seizes the hat, — fear her courage supplied, — 

And fast through the Abbey she flies. 

19. 
She ran with wild speed ; she rushed in at the door ; 

She gazed m her teri-or arounti ; 
Then her hmba u)uld support their faint burden no 

And exhiuoied ind breathless she sank on the lloor, 
Unable lo uiiei i sound. 
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Ere yet her pale lipa could the story impart, 

For a moment the hat met her view : 
Her eyes from that object convQlsively start; 
For what a cold horror then thrilled through her 

When the name of her Eil^ha^tl she knew I 

21. 
Where the old Abbey stands, on the common hard by, 

His gibbet is now to be seen ; 
His irons you still from the road may espy ; 
The traveller beholds them, and thinks with a sigh 

Of poor Mary, the Maid of the Inn. 

BiiiSTOi,, 17 BS. 
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" In Finland liliere is a castle, which is called the New Book, 
mofttod about j th n nvsr of sounded depth tJ e vite 
black 1 1 tl 9 fi h theie i very i stoateM to the palate In 
this are sppotres often seen nhlch lb es! o v e tl er tl c Jeatli 
of the gove or or of some prune ofBcor belong ng to the 
plaoo and xno t commonlT t appeoreth n the hnpe ot it 
harper s eetly s nging and dallying and [lay rg ui ler tl e 

* It IS reported of one Donica, that, after she was dead, the 
Devil walkad in her body for the spsoe of two joni-s, so that 
none suspected but sbe was still alive ; foi- she did both apsal: 
Bud eat, though very sparingly ; only she had a deep paleuess 
on her countenance, which was the on]y sign of death. At 
length, a magioian comhig b; where she was then In the com- 
pBuy of many other virgins, as soon as he beheld her, ha S!ud, 
'Fair maids, why keep you company with this dead virgin, 
whom you anppose to be alive ? ' when, taking away the magic 
charm which was lied under her arm, the body fell down life- 
less and without motion." 

The following bsllad h founded on these Blories. They are 
to be found in tlie notes to the " Hieratchies of the Blessed 
Angels;" a poem by Thomas Heywood, printed in folio by 
Adam Islip, 1685. 



High on a rock, whose castled shade 
Darkened the l&ke below, 

In ancient strength majestic stood 
The towers of Arlinkow. 
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The fisher in the lake below 
Durst never cast his net, 

Nor eyer swallow in its waves 
Her passing wing would wet 



The cattle from, its orainous baiilts 

In wild alarm would run, 
Though parched with thu^t, and feint ijciicatli 

The summer's scorching sun. 

For Bometimes, when no passing breeze 

The longi lank sedges wa^ed, 
All white with foam, and heaving high. 

Its deafening billows raved ; — 

And, when the tempest from its base 

The rooted pice would shake. 
The powerless storm unruffiing swept 

Across the calm dead lake. 

And ever, then, when death drew near 

The house of Ariinkow, 
Its dark, unfathomed waters sent 

Strange m.usic from below. 

The Lord of Ariinkow was old ; 

One only child had he : 
Donica was the Maiden's name. 

An fair as fair might be. 



iiM=^i>,GoOt^lc 



A bloom as bright as opening mom 

Suffused J»er clear, white eheek ; 
The music of her voice was mild; 

Her full, dark eyes were meek. 

Far was her beauty known ; for none 

So fair could Finland boast r 
Her pai'ents loved the Maiden innch, — 

Toucg Eberhard loved her most. 

Together did tliey hope to tread 

The pleasant path of life ; 
For now the day drew near to malte 

Donicft Eherhard's wife. 

The eve was feir, and mild the air ; 

Along the lake they stray : 
The eastern hill reflected bright 

The tints of fading day; — 

And brightly o'er the water ati'eamed 

The Ii([uid radiance wide : 
Donica's little dog ran on, 

And gambolled at her side. 

Youth, health, and love bloomed on her cheek ; 

Her full, dark eyes express. 
In many a gLince, to Eberhard 

Her soul's meek tenderness. 
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Nor sound was heai'd, nor passing gale 
Sighed through the long, lank sedge ; 

The air was hushed ; no little wave 
Dimpled the water's edge ; — 

When suddenly the lake sent forth 

Its music from beneath, 
And slowly o'er the waters sailed 

The solemn sounds of death. 

As those deep sounds of death arose, 

Doniea's cheek grew pale, 
And in the arms of Eberhard 

The lifeless Maiden fell. 

Ijoudly the Youth ia terror shrieked, 

And loud he called for aid, 
And with a wild and eager look 
■ Gazed on the lifeless Maid. 

But soon againdid better thoughts 

In Eberhard arise ; 
And he with trembling hope beheld 

The Maiden raise her eyes. 

And, on his arm reclined, she moved 

With feeble pace and slow, 
And soon, with strength recovered, reached 

The towers of Arlinkow. 
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Tet never to Donica's cheeks 

Returned, their lively hue ; 
Her cheeks were deathy white and wan ; 

Her lipa, a livid blue. 

Her eyes, so bright and black of yore, 
Were now more black and bright, 

And beamed strange lustre in her fece, 
So deadly wan and while. 

The dog that gambolled by her side, 

And loved with her to stray, 
Now at his altered mistress howled. 

And fled in fear away. 

Tet did the faithful Eberhai-d 

Not love the Maid the less : 
He gazed with sorrow, but he gazed 

With deeper tenderness. 

And, when he found her health unharmed, 

He would not brook delay. 
But pressed the not-unwilling Maid 

To fis the bridal day. 

And, when at length it came, with joy 

He hailed the bridal day ; 
And onward to the house of God 

They went their willing way. 
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But when ihey at the altar stood, 

And heard the sacred rite, 
The hallowed lapers dJmly streamed 

A pale, aulphureous light. 

And when the Youth, with holy warmth, 

Her liand in his did hold, 
Sudden he felt Donica's hand 

Gi-ow deadly damp and cold. 

But loudly then he shrieked ; for, lo ! 

A spirit met his view ; 
And Ebei'hard in the angel-form 

His own Donica knew. 

That instant from her earthly frame 

A Demon howling fled. 
And at the side of Eberhai-d 

The livid corpse fcU dead. 
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E U D I Q E E. 



" DlTBRa princea !uid noblemen being asBBmbled iti a beautiful 
and Eiir palace, nhicb wits situnle upon the river Rhine, they 
beheld a boat or small hnrge make toward the shore, drawn by 
a swan in a silver chain, the one end fbataned about her neck, 
the other to the vessel ; and in it an unknown Boldiec, a man 
of a comely pevsonage and graceful presence, wlio stepped 
upon the shore; which done, the boat guided by the swan loft 
hira, and floated down the river. This man f<jl afterward in 
leagne with n fidr gentlewoman, married her, and by her hnd 
many children. After some years, the same swan came with 
the same barge unto the some place. The soldier, entering into 
it, was carried thence the way he came, left wife, children, 
and family, iind was never seen amongst them after." "^ 

" Now, who can judge this to be other than one of those 
spirits that are named Inoubi ? '" says Thomas Heywood. I 
have adopted his story, but not Us solution; maldng the un- 
known soldier not an evil spirit, but one who had purchased 
prosperity from a malevolent being, by the promised sacrifice 
of his Srst-born child. 



Bright on tlie mountain's healhy slope 
The day's last splendors shine, 

And, rich with many a radiant hae, 
Gleam gayly on the Rhine. 
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And many a one fi-om WiJdhursl^B walls 

Along the rivei- strolled, 
As, ruffling o'er the pleasant stream, 

The evenmg gales came cold. 

So as they strayed, a swan they saw 

Sail stately up and strong ; 
And, by a silver chain, he drew 

A little hoat along, — 



Whose streamer, to the gentle breeze, 
Long floating, fluttered light; 

Beneath whose crimson canopy 
There lay reclined a knight 

With arching crest and swelling breast. 

On sailed the stately swan ; 
And lightly up the parting tide 

The litUe boat came on. 

And onward to the shore they drew. 
Where, having left the knight, 

The little boat adown the stream 
Fell soon beyond the sight. 

Was never a knight in Waldhurst's walla 
Could with this stranger vie ; 

Was never a youth at aught esLeemed 
When Eudiger was by. 
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Was never a maid in Waldhurst's walls 
Might ma(«Ii with Margaret ; 

Her cheek was fair, her eyes were dark, 
Her silken locks like jet. 

And many a rich and noble youth 

Had sought to win the fair ; 
But never a rich and noble youth 

Gould rival Kudiger. 

At every tilt and tourney, he 

Still boi* away the prize ; 
For knightly feala superior still, 

And knightly courtesies. 

His gallant feats, his lookii, his love, 

Soon woo the willing fair ; 
And soon did Margaret become 

The wife of Rudiger, 

Like morning dreama of happiness. 
Fast rolled the months away; 

For he wag kind, and she was kind ; 
And who so blest as they ? 

Yet Rudiger would somelimes sit 

Absorbed in silent thought ; 
And his dark, downward eye would seem 

With anxious meaning fi-aught. 
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But soon, he raised his looks again, 
And smiled his cares away ; 

And, 'inid the hall of gayety, 
Was none like him so gay. 

And onward rolled the waning months, 

The hour appointed came, 
And Margaret her Rudiger 

Hailed with a father's name. 

But silently did Rudiger 

The little infent see; 
And darkly on the babe he gazed, — 

A gloomy man was he. 

And when to bless the little babe 

The holy Father came, 
To cleanse the stiuns of sin away 

In Christ's redeeming name, — 

Then did the cheek of Eudiger 

Assume a dealh-pale hue ; 
And on his clammy forehead stood 

The cold, convulsive dew ; — 

And, faltering in his speech, he hade 

The Priest the rites delay, 
Till he could, to right health restored, 

Enjoy the festive day. 
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When o'er the many-tinted sky 

He saw the day decline. 
He called upon his Margaret 

To walk beside the Rhine. 

" And we will take the little babe ; 

For soft the breeze that blows, 
And the mild munnura of the stream 

WiU lull him to repose." 

And so together forth they went : 
The evening breeze, was mildj 

And Eudiger upon his arm 
Pillowed the little child. 

Many gay companies that eve 

Along the river roam ; 
Bui^ when the mist began h) rise, 

They all betook them home. 

Tet Eudiger continued still 
Along the banks to roam ; 

Nor aught could Margaret prevail 
To turn his foolsteps home. 

" Oh, turn thee, turn thee, Eudiger ! 

The rising mists behold ; 
The evening wind is damp and chill ; 

The little babe is cold 1 " 
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"Now hush thee, hush, thee, Margaret ! 

The mists will do no harm ; 
And from the wind the little bahe 

Is sheltered on my arm." 

" Oh, turn tliee, turn tJiee, Rudiger 1 
Why onward wilt thou roam ? 

The moon is up, the uight is cold, 
And we are far from home," 

He answered not ; for now he saw 
A swan come sailing strong ; 

And, by a silver chain, he drew 
A little boat along. 

To shore Ihey carae, and to the boat 
Fast leaped he with the child ; 

And in leaped Margaret, breathless now, 
And pale with fear, and wild. 

With arching crest and swelling breast, 

On sailed the stately swan ; 
And lightly down the rapid fide 

The litUe boat went on. 

The full-orbed moon, that beamed around 
Pale splendor through the night, 

Cast through the crimson canopy 
A dim, discolored light. 
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And awiMy down the hunying stream 

In silence still fiey sail ; 
And the long slreamer, fluttering fast, 

Flapped to the heavy gale. 

And he was mute in sullen (thought, 
And she was mute wlli fear ; 

Nor sound, but of the parting tide, 
Broke on the listening ear. 

The little babe began to cry : 
Then Margaret raised her head, 

And with a quick and hollow voice, 
" Give me the child ! " she said. 

" Now hush thee, hush thee, Margai-et I 
Nor my poor heart distress : 

I do but pay perforce the price 
Of former happiness. 

" And hush thee, too, my little babe ! 

Thy cries so feeble cease : 
Lie still, lie still ! — a little while, 

And thou ahalt be at peace." 

So, as he spake, to land tliey drew. 
And swift he stepped on shore ; 

And him behind did Margaret 
Close follow e 



iiM=^i>,Goot^lc 



It waa a place all desolate ; 

Nor house nor tree was thei-e : 
Bat there a rocky mountain rose, 

Barren and bleak and bare ; — 

And at iLt base a cavern yawned : 

No eye its depth might view ; 
For, in the moonbeam shining round, 

That darkness darker grew. 

Cold horror crept through Margaret's Wood, 

Her heart it paused with fear. 
When Rudiger approached the cave,. 

And cried, " Lo, I am here ! " 

A deep, sepulchral sound the cave 

Eeturned, " Jjq, I am here ! " 
And black from out the cavern gloom 

Two giant arms appear. 

And Rudiger approached, and held 

The little infant nigh : 
Then Margaret shrieked, and gathered then 

New powers from agony ; — 

And round the baby fast and close 

Her trembling arms she folds. 
And with a strong, convulsive grasp 

The little mfant holds. 
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" Now help me, Jesua ! " loud she cries ; 

And loud on God she calls : 
Then from the grasp of Kudiger 

The little infant falls. 

The mother holds her precious babe ; 

But the black ajms clasped him round, 
And dragged the wretclied Eudiger 

Adown tlie dark profound. 



iiM=^i>,Goot^lc 



Jaspae was poor, and vice and want 
Had made his heart like stone ; 

And Jaapar looked with envious eyes 
On riches not his own. 

On plunder bent, abroad he went 

Toward the close of day, 
And loitered on the lonely road, 

Impatient for his prey. 

No ti'aveller came ; he loitered long, 

And often looked around, 
And paused and listened eagerly 

To catch some coming sound. 

He sate him down beside the stream 
That crossed the lonely way : 

So fair a scene might well have charmed 
All evil thoughts away. 
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He sate beneath a wiliow-tree, 
"Which cast a trembling shade : 

The gentle river, full in front, 
A little island made, — 

Where pleasantly the moonheam shone 

Upon the poplar-trees', 
Whose shadow on the stream below 

Played slowly to the breeze. 

He listened, and he heard the wind 
That waved the willow-tree; 

He heard the waters flow along. 
And murmur quietly. 



He listened for the traveller's tread ; 

The nightingale sung sweet : 
He started up, 'for now he heard 

The sound of coming feet ; — 

He started up, and grasped a stake, 

And waited for his prey : 
There came a lonely traveller. 

And Jaspar crossed his way. 

But Jaspar's threats and curses failed 

The traveller to appall : 
He would not lightly yield the purse 

Which held his little all. 
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Awhile he struggled ; but he strove 
With Jaspar's strength in vajn : 

Beneath his blows he fell, and groaned, 
And never spake again. 

Jaspar raised up the murdered man, 
And plunged him in the flood ; 

And, in the running watei", then 
He cleansed his hands from blood. 

The waters closed around the corpse. 
And cleansed his hands from gore ; 

The willow waved, the stream flowed on, 
And murmured as before. 

There was no human eye had seen 
The blood the murderer spilt ; 

And Jaspar's conscience never felt 
The avengiag goad of guilt. 

And soon the rufliaD had consumed 

The gold he gained so ill ; 
And years of secret guilt passed on, 

And he was needy still. 

One eve, beside the alehouse fire 

He sate, as it befell, 
Wlien in there came a laboring man. 

Whom Jaspar knew full well. 
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He sate him down by Jaspar'a side, 

A melancholy mart ; 
For, spite of honest toU, the world 

Went hard witli Jonathan. 

His toil a little earned, and he 

With little was content ; 
But sickness on his wife had fallen. 

And all was well nigh spent. 

Long with his wife and littlo ones 
He shared the scanty meal, 

And saw their looks of wi-etchedness, 
And felt what wretches feel. 

Their landlord, a hard man, that day 

Had seized the little lefl; 
And now the sufferer found himself 
' Of every thing bereft. 

He leaned his head upon his liimd, 

His elbow on his knee ; 
And so by Jaspar's side he sate. 

And not a word said he. 



" Nay, why so downcast ? " Jaspar cried ; 

" Come, cheer up, Jonathan ! 
Drink, neighbor, drink ! 'twill warm thy lieart ; 

Come, come ! take courage, man I " 
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He took the cup that Jaspar gave, 
And down he drained it quick: 

"I have a wife," said Jonathan, 
" And she is deadly sick. 

" She has no bed to lie upon, — 

I saw them lake her hed ; 
And I have children, — would to God 

That they and I were dead ! 

" Oui- landlord he goes home to-night, 
And he will sleep in peace : 

I would that I were in my grave ! 
For there all troubles cease. 

" In vain I prayed him to forbear, 
Thoiigh wealth enough has he: 

God be fo him aa merciless 
As he has been to me ! " 

When Jaspar saw the poor man's soul 

On all his ills intent. 
He plied him with the heartening cup. 

And with him forth he went. 

" This landlord on his homeward road 

Twere easy now to meet : 
The road is lonesome, Jonathan ; 

And vengeance, man ! is sweet." 
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He listened to the tempter's voice ; 

The thought it made him start : 
His head was faot^ and wretchedness 

Had hardened now his heart. 

Along the lonely road they went, 

And waited for their prey ; 
They sat« them down beside the stream 

That crossed the lonely way. 

They sate them down beside the stream, 
And never a word they said ; 

They sate, and listened silently 
To hear the traveller's tread. 

The night was calm, the night was dark ; 

No star was in the sky ; 
The wind it waved the willow-boughs ; 

The stream flowed quietly. 

The night was calm, the air was still ; 

Sweet sung the nightingale; 
The soul of Jonathan was soothed ; 

His heart began to fail. 

" 'Tis weary waiting here," he cried ; 

" And now the hour is late ; 
Methinks he will not come to-night ; 

No longer let us wait." 
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" Have patience, man ! " the nifGaii said ; 

"A little we may wait; 
But longer siiall his wife expe<;t 

Her husband at the gate." 

Tlien Jonathan grew siek at heart ; 

" My conscience yet is clear ; 
Jaapar, — it is not yet too late, — 

I will not linger hei'e," 

" How now ! " eried Jaspar ; " why, I thouj 

Thy conscience was asleep : 
No more such qualms ; the night is dark. 

The tiver here is deep." 

" What matters that," said Jonathan, 

Whose blood began to freeze, 
" When there is One above, whose eye 

The deeds of darkness sees ? " 

" We are safe enough," said Jaspar then, 

" If that be all thy fear ; 
Nor eye above nor eye below 

Can pierce (he darkness here." 

That instant, as the murderer spake. 

There came a sudden light ; 
Strong as the midday sun it shone, 

Though aU around was night. 
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It hung upon the willow-tree ; 

It hung upon the flood ; 
It gave to view the poplar isle, 

And all the scene of bloo(l. 

The traveller who journeys there,— 

He surely hath espied 
A madman who has made his home 

Upon the river's side. 

His cheek is pale, his eye is wild. 
His look bespeaks despair ; 

For Jaspar, since that hour, has made 
His home, unsheltered, there. 

And fearful are his dreams at night, 
And dread to him the day ; 

He thinks upon his untold crime, 
And never dares to pray. 

The summer suns, the winter storms, 

O'er him unheeded roO ; 
For heavy is the weight of blood 

Upon the m^iiae's souL 
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LORD WILLIAM. 



No eye beheld when William plunged 
Young Edmund in the stream ; 

No human ear but William's heard 
Young Edmund's drowning scream. 

Submissive all, the vassals owned 
The murderer for their Lord ; 

Aod he, as rightful heir, possessed 
The house of Erlingford. 

The ancient house of Erlin^ord 

Stood in a, &ir domain ; 
And Severn's ample waters near 

Rolled through the ferlile plain. 

And oflen the wayfaring man 
Would love to linger there, 

Forgetful of his onward !x>ad. 
To gaze on scenes so fair. 
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Ewt never could Lord Waiiam dare 
To gaze on Severn's stream ; 

In every wind that swept its waves 
He heard young Edmund's scream. 

In vmn, at midnight's silent hour, 
Sleep closed the murderer's eyes : 

In every dream the murderer saw 
Young Edmund's form arise. 

In vain, hy restless conscience driven, 
Lord "William left his home, 

Far from the scenes that saw his guilt, 
In pilgrimage to roam. 

To other climes the pi^rim fled. 

But could not fly despair ; 
He sought his home again, but peace 

Was still a stranger there. 

Slow were the passing hours, yet swift 
The months appeared to roll ; 

And now the day relumed that shook 
With terror WilHam's soul, — 

A day that William never felt 

Eeturn without dismay ; 
For well had coDscience calendared 

Young Edmund's dying day. 
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A fearful day was that ; the rflina 
Fell fast, with tempest roar ; 

And the swola tide of Severn spread 
Far on the level shore. 

In vain Lord William sought the feast, 
In vain he quaffed the bowl, 

And strove with noisy mirth to drown 
The anguish of his soul. 

The tempest, as ita sudden swell 

In gusty howlings came. 
With cold and deathlike feeling seemed 

To thrill his shuddering frame. 

fieluctant now, as night canie on, 
His lonely couch he pressed ; 

And, wearied out, he sunk to sleep, — 
To sleep, but not to rest. 



Beside that couch his brother's foi-m, 
Lord Edmund, seemed to stand, 

Such and so pale as when in death 
He grasped his brother's hand ; — 

Such and so pale his face as when, 
' With faint and faltering tongue, 
To William's care, a dying charge, 
He left his orphan son. 
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" I bade thee with a father's love 

My orphan Edmund guard: 
"Well, William, hast thou kept lliy cliarge ! 

Take now thy due reward." 

He started up, each limb convulsed 

With agonizing fear : 
He only heard the storm of night, — 

'Twas music to his ear. 

When, lo ! the voice of loud alarm 

His inmost soul appalls : 
" What ho ! Lord William, rise in haste 1 

The water saps thy walls ! " 

He rose in haste ; beneath the walls 

He saw the flood appear ; 
It hemmed him round: 'twas midnight nov 

No human aid was near. 

He lieard a shout of joy ; for now 

A boat approached the wall ; 
And e^er to the welcome aid 

They crowd for safety all. 

" My boat is small," the boatman cried ; 

" 'Twill bear but one away ; 
Come in, Lord William! and do ye 

In God's protection stay." 
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LORD WILLIAM. 

Strange feeling filled them at his voice, 

Even in that hour of woe, 
That, save their Lord, there was not one 

Who wished with him to go. 

But William leaped into the boat, 

His terror was so sore ; 
" Thiou shalt have half my gold," he cried ; 

" Haste, haste to yonder shore ! " 

The hoatman plied the oar ; the hoat 

Went light along the sli'eam. : 
Sudden Loi-d William heard a cry 

Like Edmund's drowning scream. 

The boatman paused : " Methought I heard 

A child's distressful cry ! " 
" 'Twas but the howling wind of night," 

Lord WillitCm made reply. 

"Haste! haste! ply swifl and strong the oar 
Haste, haste across the stream I " 

Again Lord WilHam heard a cry 
Like Edmund's drowning scream. 



" 1 heard a child's 

The boatman cried again. 
" Nay, hasten on ; the night is dark, 

And we should search in v^n." 
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" God ! Lord William, dost thou know 

How dreadful 'tis to die ? 
And canst thou without pity hear 

A child's expiring cry ? 

" How horrible it is to sink 
Beneath the closing sti'eam ; 

To stretch the poweriess aims in vain, 
In vain for help to scream ! " 

The shriek again was heard ; it came 
More deep, more piercing loud ; 

That instant o'er the flood the moon 
Shone through a broken cloud ; — 

And near them they beheld a child: 

Upon a crag he stood, 
A little crag, and all ai-ound 

Was spread the rising flood. 

The boatman plied the oar j the boat 
Approached his resting-place : 

The moonbeam shone upon ihe child. 
And showed how pale his fece. 



" Now reach thine hand ! " the b 
" Loi-d William, reach and save ! " 

The child stretched forth his little hands 
To grasp the hand he gave. 
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Then "William shi-ielted ; the hands he felt 
Were cold and damp and dead ! 

He held young Edmund in his anns, 
A heaviei' weight than lead. 

The boat sunk down ; the murderer sunk 
Beneath the aven^ng stream : 

He rose ; he shrieked ; no human ear 
Heard William's drowning scream. 
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ST.- PATRICK'S PURGATORY. 



This ballad was published {1801) in tho " Tales of Wonder," 
by Mr. Lewis, who (bund it among the wefta mid strays of the 
press. He never kEeii' that it was minej but, nfter his denth, 
I bastowed some pains in reoomposing it, beonnse he bad 
thought it worBi preserving. 

It is founded upon the abridged extract which M. Le Grand 
has given in his FabSmx of a metrical legend, by Maiie de 
Fi-anoe. 



1. 

" Enter, Sir Knight," the Warden cried, 
" And trust in Heaven, whate'er betide, 

Since, you have reached this bourn : 
But first receive refreshment due ; 
Twill then be time to welcome you, 

2, 
Three sops were brought of bread and wini 
Well might Sir Owen then divme 

The mystic warning given. 
That he agaiuat our ghMtly Foe 
Must soon to mortal combat go, 

And put his trust in Heaven. 
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Sir Owen passed the convent gate ; 
Tlie Warden him condocfed straight 

To where a cofUn lay : 
The Monks around in silence stand, 
Each with a funeral torch in hand, 

Whose Ught hedimmed the day. 

i. 
" Pew Pilgrima ever reach this bourn," 
They said, " but fewer still retam ; 

Tet, let what will ensue. 
Our duties are prescribed and clear : 
Put off all mortal weakness here ; 

This coffin is for you. 



•" Lie there, while we, with pious breath, 
Raise over you the dii^e of death ; 

This comfort we can give : 
Belike no living hands may pay 
This office to your lifeless clay ; 

Receive it while you live ! " 

6. 
Sir Owen in a shroud was dressed ; 
They placed a cross upon his breast. 

And down he laid his head : 
Around him stood the funei-al train. 
And sung, with slow and solemn atrmn, 

The Service of the Dead. 
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7. 
Then to the entrance of the Cave 
They led the Christian wai-rior brave ; 

Some fear he well might feel ; 
For none of all the Monies could tell 
The terrors of that mystic cell, 

Its secrets none reveal. 

8. 
" Now enter here," the Warden cried, 
"And Giod, Sir Owen, he your guide! 

Tour name shall live in story; 
For of the few who reach this shore, 
Still fewer venture to explore 

St. Patrick's Purgatory." 

9. 
Adown the Cavern's long descent, 
Feeling his way, Sir Owen went, 

"With cautious feet and slow, — 
Unarmed ; for neither sword nor spear, 
Nor shield of proof, availed him here 

Against our ghostly Foe. 

10. 
The ground was moist beneath his ti'cad ; 
Large drops fell heavy on his head ; 

The air was damp and chill; 
And sudden shudderings o'er him came, 
And he could feel tlirough aJi his frame 

Aa icy sharpness thrill. 
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11. 

Now steeper grew the dark descent ; 
In fervent prayer the Pilgrim went ; 

'Twas silence all around, 
Save his own echo from the cell, 
And the large drops that frequent fell 

"With dull and heavy sound. 

12. 
But colder now he felt the cell ; 
Those heavy drops no longer fell; 

Thin grew the piercing air; 
And now, upon his aching sight, 
There dawned far off a feeble Hght : 

In hope he hastened there. 

13. 
Emei^ng now once more to day, 
A frozen waste before him lay, 

A desert wild and wide, 
Where ice-roclts, hi a sunless sky, 
On ice-rocks piled, and mountains high. 

Were heaped on every side. 



Impending as about to fall 

They seemed; and, had that sight been all, 

Enough that sight had been 
To make the stoutest courage quail ; 
For what could courage there avail 

Against what then was seen ? 
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15. 
He saw, as on in faith he passed, 
Where many a frozen wretch was fust 

Within the ice-clefts pent, 
Tet living still, and doomed to bear, 
In absolute and dumb despair, 

Their endless punishment. 

16. 
A Voice then spake within his ear, 
And filled his inmost soul with fear, — 

" mortal Man ! " it said, 
" Adventurers like thyself were these ! " 
He seemed to feel his life-blood freeze. 

And yet subdued his dread. 

17. 
" O mortal Man," the Voice pursued, 
" Be wise in time ! for thine own good 

Alone I counsel thee : 
Take pity on thyself; retrace 
Thy steps, and ily this dolorous place, 

While yet thy feet are free. 

18. 
" I warn thee once ! I warn tliee twice J 
Behold ! that mass of mountain-ice 

Is trembling o'er thy head ! 
One warning is allowed thee more ; 
mortal Man, that warning o'er. 

And thou art worse than dead ! " 
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19. 

Not widiout fear, Sir Owen still 

Held on, with strength of righteous will. 

In faith and fervent prayer ; 
When at the word, " I warn thee thrice ! " 
Dowtt came the mass of mounfaiD-iee, 

Aad overwhelmed him there. 



Crushed (hough it seemed in every bone, 
And sense for suffering left alone, 

A living hope remained ; 
In whom he had believed he knew, 
And thence the holy courage grew 

That still bis soul sustained. 



For he, as he beheld it Ml, 

Fmled not in faith on Christ to call, — 

" Lord, thou canst save ! " he cried : 
Oh heavenly help vouchsafed in need. 
When perfect faith is found indeed ! 

The rocks of ice divide ! 

22. 
Like dust before the storm-wind's sway, 
The shivered fragments rolled away, 

And left the passage free : 
New strength he feels ; all pain is gone ; 
New life Sir Owen breathes, and on 

He goes rejoicingly. 
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23. 
Yet other trials he must meet ; 
Fop soon a close and piercing heat 

Belaxed each loosened limb ; 
The sweat streamed out from every part; 
In ahort, quick beatings toiled his heart; 

His throbbing eyes gi'ew dim, 

24. 
Along the wide and wasted land, 
A stream of fire, through banks, of sand, 

Its molten billows spread ; 
Thin vapors, tremulously light, 
Hung quivering o'er the glowing white ; 

The air he breathed was red. 

25. 
A Paradise beyond was seen, 
Of shady groves and gardens green, 

Fair flowers and fruitful trees, 
And flowing fountains, cool and clear. 
Whose gurgling music reached his ear, 

Borne on the burning breeze. 

26. 
How siiouH he pass Ihat molten flood ? 
While gazing wistfully he stood, 

A Fiend, as in a dream, 
"Thus !" answered the unuttered thought. 
Stretched forth a mighty arm, and caught, 

And cast him in the stream. 
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27. 

Sir Owen groaned ; for then he felt 
His eyeballs bum, his marrow melt, 

His brain like liquid lead ; 
And from his heart the boiling blood 
lU agonizing course pursued 

Through limhs hke iron red, 

28. 
Yei, giving way to no despair. 
But mindful of the aid of prayer, 

" Lord, thou canst save ! " he said ; 
And then a breath from Eden came ; 
With Efe and healing through his frame 

The blissful influence spread. 

29. 
No Fiends may now his way oppose ; 
The gates of Paradise unclose ; 

Free entrance there is given ; 
And songs of triumph meet his ear : 
Enrapt, Sir Owen seems (o hear 

The harmonies of Heaven. 

30. 
" Come, Pilgrim ! take thy foretaste meet, 
Thou who hast trod with fearless feet 

S(. Patrick's Purgatory ; 
For, after death, these seats divine, 
Reward eternal, shall be thine, 

And thine eternal glory ! " 
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Inebriate with Ihe deep delight. 

Dim grew the Pilgrim's swimming sigh 

His aenses died away ; 
And, when to life he woke, before 
The Cavern-mouth he saw onee mo(,-e 

Tlie liglit of cBrtlily diiy. 
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THE CEOSS-EOADS. 



Tub tragedy relateii in this baMad happenod about Uie yeai' 
1760, in the parisll of Bedmivister, near Bristol. One who was 
present at the funeral told iiie the story oiid the ciifumstanoes 
of the interment, as I have versified them. 



Theee was ill) (lid man breaking stones 

To mend the tunipike-way : 
He sate him down beside a brook, 
And out his bread and cheese he took ; 
For noiv it was mid-day. 



He leaned his back against a post ; 

His feet the brook ran bj ; 
And there were water-cresses growing ; 
And pleasant wa.<i the water's flowing, 

For he was hot and dry. 



A soldier, with his knapsacli on, 
Came trapeUing o'er the down : 
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The sua was strbng, and lie was tired; 
And he of the old man inquired, 
" How fer to Bristol town ? " 



" Half an Jioui-'s walk for a young n 
By lanes and fields and atlles; 

But you the footpath do not know ; 

And if along the road you go, 
Why, then 'tis three good miles," 



The soldier took his knapsack off, 

For he was hot and dry ; 
And out his bread and cheese he took. 
And lie sat down beside the brook 

To dine in company. 



" Old friend ! in faitJi," the soldier says, 

"I envy you almost; 
My shoulders have been sorely pressed ; 
And I should like to sit, and rest 

My haek against that post. 



" In such a sweltering day as this, 

A knapsack is the devil ; 
And, if on t'other side I sat, 
It would not only spoil our chat, 
But make me seem uncivil." 
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8. 
The old man laughed and moved. ' 

It were a great-armed ciiair ! 
But this may help a man at need ; 
And jet it was a cursed deed 

That ever brought it there. 



" There's a poor girl lies buried here, 

Beoeath thia very place: 
The earth upon lier corpse is pressed, 
This post was driven into her breast, 

And a stone is on her face." 

10. 
The soldier had but just leaned baclt, 

And now he half rose up : 
" There's sure no harm in dining here. 
My friend ? and yet, to be sincere, 

I should not like to sup." 

11. 
" God rest her ! she is still enough 

Who sleeps beneath my feet 1 " 
The old man cried. " No harm, 1 trow, 
She ever did hei-self, though now 

She lies where four roads meet. 

12. 
"I have passed by about that hour 
"When men are not most brave, — 



iiM=^i>,Goot^lc 



It did not make my courage fail ; 

And I have heard the nightingale 

Sing sweetly on her grave. 

13. 
" 1 have passed by ahout that hour 

When ghosts their freedom have ; 
But here I saw no ghostly sight, 
And quietly the glow- worm's light 

Wai shining on her grave. 

14. 
" There's one who, like a. Christian, lies 

Beneath the church-tree's shade : 
I'd rather go a long mile round, 
Thau pass at evening through the ground 

Wherein that man is laid. 

15. 
" A decent hurial that man had ; 

The bell was heai-d to toll 
When he was Imd in holy ground : 
But, for ail the wealth in Bristol town, 

I would not be with his soul ! 

16. 
" Didst see a house below the hill 

Winch the winds and the r^ns destroy ? 
In that fai-m-house did tliat man dwell ; 
And I remember it full well 

When I was a growing boy. 
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THE CKOSS-ROADS. 

17. 

" But she was a poor parish girl, 
"Who came up from tiie west : 
From service hai^ she ran away, 
And at that house, m evil day, 
Was taken into rest. 

18. 
" A man of a bad uiirac was he , 

An evil life he led: 
Paasion made hia dark face turn white ; 
And his gray eyes wei-e large and hght, 

And in anger they grew red. 



" The man was badj the motiier worse, 

Bad fruit of evil stem : 
'Twould malie your hair to stand on end, 
If I should tell lo you, my fiiend, 

The things tliat were lold of them 1 

20. 
" Didst sec an out-house standing by ? 

The walls alone remain : 
It was a stable then ; but now 
Its mossy roof has fallen through, 

All rotted by the rain. 

21. 
" This poor girl she liad served with thorn. 
Some lialf a year or more. 
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When she was found hung up one day, 
Stiff as a corpse and cold as clay, 
Behind that stable-door. 

22. 
" It is a wild and lonesome plac* ; 

No liut or house is near : 
Should one meet a murderer there alone, 
Twere vain to scream, and the dying groan 

Would never reach mortal ear. 

23. 
" And there were strange, reports about ; 
' But still Uie coroner found 
That she by her own hand had died, 
And should buried be by the wayside, 
And not in Christian ground. 

24. 
" This was the very place he chose, 

Juat where these four roads meet ; 
And I was one among the tln-ong 
That hilher followed them along ; 

I shall never the sight I'lirifet ! 

■if>. 
" They caiTied her upon a board 

In the clothes in which she died : 
I saw the cap blown off her head; 
Her faee was of a dark, dark red ; 

Her eyes were starting wide. 
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" I iliink they could not have been closec 

So widely did they strain : 
O Iiord ! it was a ghaslly sight ; 
And it often made me wate at night, 
When I saw it in dreams agwn. 

27. 
" They kid her whei-e tliese four roads n 

Here in thb very place ; 
The earth upon her corpse was pressed, 
This post was driven into her breast, 
And a stone is on her iace." 
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GOD'S JTJDGMEST ON A WICKED 
BISHOP. 



" Here followoth the history of Hatio, Archbloliop of Mentz. 
" It hapned, in the year 914, tliat there was an exceeding 
grent ikmine in Germany, at what thne Otho, auraamed the 
Greafi was emperor, and. one Hotto, once Abbot of Fulda, was 
AirohbiBhop of Mentz, of the bishops aftar Crescens and Cres- 
centins the two end thirtieth, of the archbishops after St. 
Bonlfacius the thu-teenth. This Hatto, In the time of this 
great famine afore mentioned, when he saw the poor peoplB of 
the country exceedingly oppressed with ftimine, aaaembled a 
great company of them together into a barne, and, lilce a most 
accursed and merdiessB cnitlffe, bnmt np those poor innocent 
sodIs, that were so far from donblJng any such matter, tliat 
they rather hoped to receive some comfort and relief at Ms 
hands. The reason that tnoved the prelat to commit that 
eKBorable impiety was because he thought the famine wouid 
the sooner cease, if those unprofitable beggars, that consumed 
moco bceod than they were worthy to eat, were dispatched out 
of the world ; for he said that those poor folks were like to 
mice, that were good for nothing but to derour oorne. But 
God Almiglily, the just avenger of the poor folks quanel, did 
not long suffer this hninous tyranny, this most detest^le fact, 

archbishop, end sent them to persecute him as his furious 
Alastors, so that they afflicted him both day and night, and 
would not suffer him to take bis rest in any plnoa. Whereupon 
the prelate, thinking that he should be secure from the injury 
of mice if he were in a cartiun tower that staudeth hi the 
Rhine, near to the towne, betook himself uiilo the said tower, 
as to a safe refuge and sanctuary from his enemies, and locked 
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himaelf in. But the innumerable troupes of mice eliaaad him 
eontinually yeiy eageriy, nud awnmme unto him upon the top 
of the WRtei to execute the just judgment of God; and so at 
last he was moat miserably devoured b; those sillie creatiuee, 
who pursued hira with such bittec hostility, Ihat it ia recorded 
they scraped and knawad out his very name from tlie walls 
and tflpiatry wherein it was written, after they had so orueHy 
devoured hia body. IVberelbre ttie tower wherein he was eaten 
up by the mice is shewn to this day, for a perpetual monument 

of this Impious prelate, being Mtuate in. a little green island in 
the midst of the Khine, near to the towneof £mgen,sndis com- 
monly called in the German tongue MowaE-TUHN." — Cbryal's 
OfitdiUes, pp. 571-2. 

Other authors who record this l«le aay that tho bishop was 
eaten by rats. 



The summev and aul.umn Imd been so wet- 
That in winter the com was growing yet: 
'Twas a piteous sight to see, all ai-ound, 
The grain lie rotting on tie ground. 

Every day the stai'ving poor 
Crowded around Bishop Hatto's door; 
For he had a plentiful last yeai''* store, 
And all the neighborhood could tell 
His granaries were furnished well. 

At last Bishop Hatto appointed a day 

To quiet the poor without delay : 

He bade them to his great barn repair, 

And they should have food for the winter there. 
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Rejoiced such tidings good to Iiear, 
The poor folt flocked from far and near ; 
The great barn was full as it could hold 
Of women aJid children, and young and old. 

Then, when he saw it could hold no more, 
Bishop Hatto he made fast the door ; 
And, while for mercy on Christ Ihey call, 
He set fire to the bam, and burnt ihem all. 

" I' faith, 'tis an excellent bonfire ! " quoth he ; 
" And the country is greatly obliged to me 
For ridding it in these times forlorn 
Of Rats that only consume the corn." 

So then to his palace returned he, 

And he sat down to supper merrily, 

And he slept that night like an innocent man ; 

But Bishop Hatto never slept again. 

In the morning, as he entored the hall 
Where his picture hung against the wall, 
A sweat like death all over hiiu came ; 
For the Rats had eaten it out of the frame. 

As he looked, there came a man from his farm ; 
He had a countenance white with alarm : 
" My Lord, 1 opened your granaries this morn, 
And the Rats had eale:i all your corn." 
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Another came running pi-eseatly. 

And he was pale as pale could he : 

" Fly, my Lord Bishop, fly ! " quoth he, 

" Ten thousand Rata are coming this way : 

The Lord forgive you for yestei-day ! " 

"^ I'll go to my tower on the Rhine," replied he ; 
" 'Tis the safest place in Germany ; 
The walls are high, and the shores are steep, 
Aod the stream is strong, and the water deep." 

Bishop Hatto fearfully hasteDed away, 
And he crossed the Rhine without delay, 
Aad reached his tower, and barred with care 
All windows, doors, and Joop-holes there. 

He laid him down, and closed his eyes ; 

But soon a scream made him arise : 

He started, and saw two eyes of flame 

On his pillow, from whence the screaming came. 

He listened and looked ; it was ooly the Cat : 
But the Bishop he grew more fearful for that ; 
For she sat screaming, mad with fear 
At the Army of Eats that were drawing near. 

For they have swam over the river ao deep, 
And they have climhed the shores so steep ; 
And up the tower their way is bent, 
To do the work for which they were sent. 
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They are not to be told by the dozen or score ; 
By thousands they come, and by myriads and more : 
Such numbers had never been heard of before, 
Such a judgment had never been witnessed of yore. 

Down on his knees the Bishop fell, 
And faster and faster his beads did tell. 
As, louder and louder drawing near, 
The gnawing of their teeth he could hear. 

And in at the windows, and in at the door, 
And through lie walls, helter-skelter they pour. 
And down from the ceiling, and up through the floor, 
From the right and the left, from behind and before. 
From within and without, from above and below. 
And all at once to the Bishop they go. 

They have whetted their teeth against the atones ; 
And now fhey pick (he Bishop's bones ; 
They guawed the flesh from every limb ; 
For they were sent to do judgment on him ! 
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THE PIOUS I'AINTER 



Thb legend of the Pious Pninter is related in the " Pia Hili> 
tin" of Gazteusi bnt tlie Pious Poet has omitted the second 
part of the stoiy, Uiongh it i-asts upon quite os good nuthority 
B3 tha first. It ia lo ha fonnd in the FabHame of Le Grand. 



TKE FIEST PAET. 
1. 

There onee was a Painter, in Catholic days, 

Lite Job, who eschewed all evil: 
Still on his Madonnts the curious may gaze 
With applause and with pleasure; but chiefly his 
praise 

And delight was in painting the Devil. 



They were Angels, compai'ed to the Devils he 

Who besieged poor St. Anthony's cell; 
Such burning-hot eyes, such a furnace-like hue ! 
And round Ihem a sulphurous coloring he threw, 

That their breath seemed of brimstone to smelL 
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And now had the artist a picture begun; 

'Twas over the Virgin's church-door : 
She stood on the Dragon, embracing her Si 
Many Devils already the artist had done, 

But this must outdo all before. 



The Old Dragon's imps, as tliey fled tlirough the air. 

At seeing if, paused on the wing ; 
For he liad the liiteness so just to a hair, 
That tbey came as Apollyon himself had been there, 

To pay their respects to their King. 



Every child, at beholding it, trembled with dread, 

And screamed as he turned away quick ; 
Not an old woman saw it, but, raising her head, 
Dropped a bead, made a cj-oss on her wrinkles, and 
" Loi'd keep me from ugly Old Nick ! " [said, 



"What the Painter so earnestly thouglit on by day, 
He sometimes would dream of by night: 

But one« he was startled as sleeping he lay ; 

'Twas no fiincy, no dream ; he could plainly survey 
That the Devil himself wiis in sight. 

7. 
" You rascally dauber ! " old Beelzebub eries, 
" Take heed how you wrong me ugain ! 
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Though your caricatures for myself I despise, 
Make me handsomer now in the multitude's oyea, 
Or see if I threaten in vain ! " 



Now, the Painter was bold, and religious beside, 

And on feitli be bad certain reliance ; 
So carefully he tlie grim countenance eyed, 
And thanked him for sitting, with CatboIJu pride, 
And sturdily bade him defiance. 

9. 
Betimes in tlie morning tbe Painter arose ; 

He is ready as soon as 'tis light : 
Every look, every line, every feature be knows ; 
Tis fresh in his eye ; to bis labor he goes. 

And he has the old Wicked One quite. 

10. 
Happy man ! he is sure the resemblance can't fail ; 

The fdp of the nose is like lire ; 
There's his grin and his fangs, and bis dragon-like 
And the very identical curi of bis tail; [mail. 

So that nothing is left to desire. 

11. 
He looks and retouches again witli delight ; 

'Tis a porti'ait complete to his mind ; 
And, exulting again and again at the sight. 
He looks round for applause, and he sees with affright 

The Original standing beliind. 
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12. 

" Fool ! idiot ! " old Beelzebub grinned as he spoke, 

And stamped on the scaffold in iro ; 
The Painter grew pale, for lie knew it no joke : 
'Twas a terrible height, and the scaffolding broke : 

The Devil could wish it no higher. 

13. 
" Help, help, Blessed Mary ! " he cried in alarm, 

As the scaffold sunk under his feet; 
From tlie canvas the Virgin extended her arm ; 
She caught the good Painter, she saved him from 

There were hundreds who saw in tlie street. 

14. 
The Old Dragon fled when the wonder he spied. 

And cursed his own fruitless endeavor ; 
While the Painter called after his rage to deride, 
Shook 5iis pallet and brashes in triumph, and ca:ied, 

" I'll paint thee more ugly than ever ! " 



THE SECOND PAIIT. 

L 
The Painter so pious all praise had acquired 

For defying the malice of Hell; 
The Monks the unerring resemblance admired ; 
Not a lady lived uear but her portrait desired 

Prom a hand that succeeded so well. 
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One there was to be painted the number among 

Of features most fiur to behold ; 
The country around of fair Marguerite rung : 
Marguerite she was lovely and lively and young ; 

Her husband was ugly and old. 

S. 
Painter ! avoid, her ; Painter ! take care ; 

For Satan is watchful for you : 
Take heed lest you ftiU in the Wicked One's snare ; 
The net is made ready ; Painter ! hewai-e 

Of Saian and Marguerite too. 

4. 
She seats herself now ; now she lifts up her head ; 

On the artist she fixes her eyes ; 
The colors are ready, the canvas is spread ; 
He lays on the white, and he lays on the red, 

Aud the features of beauty arise. 



He is come to her eyes, eyes so bright and so blue ! 

There 's a look which he cannot express ; 
His colors are dull to their quicli-sparkiing hue ; 
More and more on the lady he fixes his view. 

On the canvas he looks less and less. 

6. 
In vain he retouches ; her eyes sparkle more, 
And tliat look which fair Marguerite gave ! 
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Many devils the artist had painted of yore ; 
But he never had tried a live angel before, — 
St. Anthony, help him and save ! 

7. 
He yielded, alas ! — for the truth must be told, — 

To the Woman, the Tempter, and Fat« : 
It was settled the lady, so fair to behold, 
Should elope fi-om her husband, so ugly twid old, 

With the Painter, so pious of late. 

8. 
Now Satan esults in his vengeance complete ; 

To the husband he makes the scheme known : 
Niglit comes, and the lovers impatiently meet ; 
Together they fly; they are seized in the street. 

And in prison the Painter is thrown. 

9. 
With Repentance, his only companion, he lies, 

And a dismal companion is she ! 
On a sudden, he saw the Old Enemy rise : 
" Now, you villanous dauber ! " Sir Beelzebub criei 

" You ai'e paid for your insults to me ! 



" But my tender heart you may easily move. 

If to what I propose you agree ; 
That picture, — be just ! the resemblance improve ; 
Make a handsomer porti'ait ; your chains I'll remove. 

And you shall this instant be free." 
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II. 

Oveijoyed, tlie conditions ao easy he hears : 

" m make you quite handsome ! " he said. 
He said, and hia chain on the Devi! appears : 
K«leased from his prison, released from his fears, 
The Painter is snug in hia bed. 

12. 
At morn he arises, composes his look, 

And proceeds to his work as before ; 
The people beheld hira, the culprit they took ; 
They thought that the Painter his prison had broke, 

And to prison they led him once more. 

13. 
They open the dungeon; — behold, in his plaee 

In the corner old Beelzebub lay ! 
He snurks and he smiles, and he leers with a grace, 
That the Painter might catch all the charms of 
Ms face, 
Then vanished in hghtning away. 

14. 
Quoth the Paint«r, "I trust you'll suspect me no 

Since you And my assertions were true : 
But rn alter die picture above the church-door. 
For he never vouchsafed me a sitting before, 

And I roust give the Devil his due." 
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SOUTHF.YS P0EH3. 



ST. MICHAEL'S CHAIR. 



" Know all men tJiat the most holy Fatliei' Gregory, In tJie 
year from the inodrnation of our Lord WTO, bearing an affoo- 
lion of axtraonlinnry (levontiiBss to the Clinrchof St. Mlclmers 
Mount, has piously gi'anted to all the fajtlifal who shall reach 
or visit it, with their o&lations and alma, a renUBBion of a third 
pait of their penances." — At the beginning of the fifteenth 
centmy, " Because, it was said, this privilege is etlll link \ra 
to many, theretbra we, Hie servants of God and th mini tara 
of this church in Christ, do requite and request of all f y u 
who possess tlie onre of souls, for the sake of mu 1 m 
modatlon, to publish these words in your respeoti^ 1 ur 1 
that your parishioners and subjects may be mo folly 

animated to a greater esbortation of davoutnass and m y 
jaa-e gloriously in pUgrinuiges frequent iMi ^lact, f b gra- 
niouB attainment of the gifts and indulgences aforesa d F m 
this pubiioatioa of the privilege did nudonbtedly to nm 
that numerous resort of pilgrlins to the church wb h Car w 
inHraaleB ; and of which Nordori, who generally is the mere 
copier of Carew, yet is here the enlarger of him, says, " The 
mount hath been much resorted unto by pi^'ims in devotloo 
to St. Michael." Then, too, was framed assuredly that seat 
on the tower, which is so ridiculonsly desoiibed by Carew, as 
" a little wiikonl the castle, ~ a bad seat in & craggy place, — 
somewhat diingeroua for nooess;" when it is a chtur composed 
of stones projecting fi-om the two sides of the tower-battle- 
menls, aiid uniting into a Idnd of basui for a seat just at the 
EOutk-western angle, but elevated above the battlements on 
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Biioh aide, haring ils back just witliiii, Bad hanging liigli ovei' 
the rooiy preoipioe below. It thus " uppsars somewliat dEn- 
garoni " indeed, but not merely "for aocess," tliongh the 
climber to it roust aotaaliy turn his whole body at that aitt- 
tuds to take ids sent hi it, but &oia the altitude itself, and from 
its projeoldoii oyer the precipice. It nlso appeals an evident 
addition to tlie building. And it Vfas assuredly made nt this 
period, not tbr the ridioulouB purpose to which alone it pro- 
fessedly initvisterg a,t present, — ttiat of enabling women who 
Bit In it to goTem their hnsbfinds aiterwards, — but foe such of 
the pilgrims as had strongoD heads and bolder spirits, to com.. 
plete their devotions at the moant by sitting in this St. Jficfioef s 
Chair, as denominated, and Qiere shooing ihemsehea ai itUgriim 
to ^e GoumtTy round. — WhitaJs&''e Su^qtletaert^ to the First and 
Second Booh of Pt^uSide's Bistory of CarKioall, pp. 6, 7. 



Merrily, merrily rung the bells, 

The hells of St. Michael's tower, 
When Eichard Penlake and Rebecca his wife 

Arrived at St, Michael's door, 

Eichard Penlake was a cheerful man, 

Cheerful and frank and free ; 
But he led a sad life with Rebecca his wiie, 

For a terrible shrew was she. 

Richard Penlake a scolding would take, 

Till patience availed no longer ; 
Then Richard Penlake his crab-stick would take, 

And show her that he was tlie afronger. 
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ii his wife had often wished 
To ait in St. Michael's chair; 
For she should be die mish-esa then, 
K she had once sat there. 

It chanced that Richard PenUke fell aick ; 

They thought he would have died : 
Eebecea his wife made a vow for his life, 

As she knelt by his bed-side, 

" Now hear my prayer, St. Michael ! and spa 

My huslxHid's life," quoth she ; 
" And to thine altar we will go, 

Six marks to give to thee." 

Eiehard Penlake repeated the vow; 

For woundily sick was he : 
" Save me, St Michael ! and we will go. 

Six marks to ^ve to thee," 

When Riclurd grew well, Rebecca liis wife 
Teased him by night and by day : 

" mine own dear ! for you I fear, 
If we the vow delay." 

Merrily, merrily rung the bells, 
The bells of St. Michael's tower. 

When Richafd Penlake . 

Awived at St. Michael's door. 
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Six marks they on the altsir kid, 

And Richard knelt in prayer : 
She left him lo pray, and stole away 

To sit in St. Miyhael's chair. 

Up the tower E«becca ran, 

Round and round and round ; 
Twas a giddy sight to stand atop, 

And look upon the ground. 

" A curse on the inngers for rocking 

Tlie tower ! " Rebecca cried, 
As over the clmrch battlements 

She strode with a long stride. 

" A blessing on St. Michael's chair ! " 

She said, as she sat down : 
Merrily, merrily rung the belb, 

And out Rebecca was thrown. 

Tidings to Richard Penlake were brought, 

Tliat his good wife was dead ; 
" Now shall we toll for her poor soul 

The great church-beU ? " they said. 

"Toll at hpT burying," quoth Richard Penlake, 

" Toll at her burying," quoth he ; 
" But don't disturb the ringers now. 

In compliment to me." 

WrSSTBDRT, 1798. 
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SOUTH fly's POEHS. 



KING HENRY V. AND THE HERMIT 
OF DREUX. 



" WiiiiJ! HcDry V. iaj at the siegf; of Dreus, lui boneat hermit, 
unknown Ui liitu, came and told lilm the gi-eat ctUb he brought 
on Cliristeadom by iiis unjust ambition, lubo usurped tba liing- 
dom of France against all maoDer of right, and contracy to 
tha wiil of God ; wherofore, in his holy name, he threatened 
tiioi with a ^eveve and snddan punishment if ha desisted not 
from his enterprise. Henry took this esliortation either as an 
idle whimsey, or a suggestion of the daupliin's, and -aaa bnt 
the more oonflrmed in his design. But the blow soon followed 
the tlAreateiiing; for, within some few months ailer, he was 
smitten with a sirangc mid incurabis disease." — Meeerai/. 



He passed unquestioned through the camp ; 

Their beads the soHiera hent 
In silent reverence, or begged 

A blessing as be went ; 
And so the Hermit passed along, 

And reached the royal tent 

King Heniy sate in his tent alone ; 

The map before him lay : 
Fresh conquests he was plaiming there 

To grace the future day. 
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King Henry lifted up his eyes 

The intnider lo behold ; 
With reverence he the Hei-mit saw, 

For the holy man was old; 
His look was gentle as a smnt's. 

And yet his eye was bold. 

" Eepent thee, Henry ! of Hie wrongs 
Wliich thou hast done this land ; 

O King ! repent in time, for know 
The judgment is at hand. 

" I have passed forty years of peace 

Beside the river Blaise ; 
But what a weight of woe hast thou 

Laid on my latter days ! 

" I used to see along the stream 
The white sail gliding down. 

That wafted food, in better times, 
To yonder peaceful town. 

" Henry ! I never now behold 
The white sail gliding down ; 

Famine, Disease, and Death, and Thou, 
Destroy that wrel«hed town, 

" I used to hear the travellei-'s voice 

As here he passed along, 
Or maiden as she loitered home 

Singing her even-song. 
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"No traveller's voice may now be heard; 

In fear he hastens by ; 
But I have hesuii the vill^e maid 

In vain for succor cry. 

" I used to see the youths row down, 

And watch the dripping oar, 
As pleasantly their viol's tones 

Game softened to the shore. 

" King Henry, many a blackened corpse 

I now see floating down ! 
Thou man. of blood ! repent in time, 

And leave this h 



" I shall go on," King Henry cried, 
" And conquer this good land ; 

Seest thou not, Hermit, that the Lord 
Hath given it to my hand ? " 



The Hermit heard King Henry speak, 

And angrily looked down : 
His iaae was gentle, and for that 

More solemn was his frown. 

" What if no miracle from Heaven 
The murderer's arm control ; 

Think you, for that, the weight of blood 
Lies lighter on liis aoul ? 
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" Thou conqueror King, repent in time, 

Or dread the coming woe ! 
For, Henry, thou hast heard the threat, 

And soon shalt fee! the bbw ! " 

King Henry forced a careless smile, 
As the Hermit went his way ; 

But. Henry sooi) remembered him 
Upon his dymg day. 
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OLD CHRISTOVAL'S ADVICE, 



" If thy debtor be poor," old Christoval sad, 

" Esact not too hardly thy due ; 
For he who prraerves a poor man from want 

May preserve him ieoia wickedness too. 

" If thy neighbor shoaH sin," old Christoval said, 

" Oh ! never unmercifwl be ; 
But remember it is through the mercy of God 

That then art not as sinful as he. 

" At sixty and seven, the hope of heaven 
Is my comfort, through Gtod's good grace : 

My summons, in trutli, had I perished in youth, 
Must have been to a different place," 

" ' You shall have the ferm, young Christoval,' 

My master Henrique said ; 
' But a surety provide, in whom I can confide, 

That duly the rent shall be paid.' 
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"I was poor, and I had not a friend upon earth, 

And I knew not what to say ; 
We stood in the porch of St. Andrew's Church, 

And it was St. Isidro's day. 

" ' Take St. Isidi-o for ray pledge,' 

I ventured to make reply ; 
' The Saint in heaven may be ray friend, 

But fnendless on earth am I.' 



" We entered the church, ^id went to his slirine. 

And I fell on my bended kneo : 
' I am friendless, holy Isidro ; 

And therefore I call upon thee ! 

" ' I call upon thee my surety to be ; 

My purpose is honest and true ; 
And if ever I break my plighted word, 

O Swnt ! mayst thou make me rue ! ' 

" I was idle, and quarter-day came on. 

And I had not the rent in store ; 
I feared St- Isidro's anger, 

But I dreaded my landlord more. 

" So, on a dark night, I took my fligiit. 

And stole like a thief away ; 
It happened that by St. Andrew's Church 

The road I had chosen lay. 
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" As I passed the churcli-door, I thought how I swort 

"Upon St. Isidro's day : 
That the Saint was so near increased my fear, 

And faster I hastened away. 

" So all night long I hurried on, 

Pacing full many a mile, 
And knew not his avenging hand 

Was on me all the while. 

" Weary I was, yet safe, I thought ; 

But, when it was day-Hght, 
I had, I found, been running round 

And round the church all night. 

" I shook like a palsy, and fell on my knees. 

And for pardoa devoutly I prayed ; 
"When my master came up, — ' WTiat, Christoval ! 

Ton are here betimes ! ' he said. 

" ' I have been idle, good Master,' said I, 
' Good Master, and I have done wrong ; 

And I have been running round the church 
In penance all night long.' 

" ' K thou hast been idle,' Henrique replied, 

' Henceforth thy fault amend ! 
I will not oppress thee, Christoval, 

And the Saint may thy labor befriend.' 
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" Homewanl I went a penitent, 

And from that day I idled no more : 

St. Isidro bleat my industry, 

As he punished my sloth before. 

" When my debtor was poor," old Christoval said, 

" I have never exacted my due ; 
But, remembering my master was good to me, 

I copied his goodness loo. 

" When my neighbor hath sinned," old Christoval 

" I judged not too hardly his sin. 
But thought of the night by St. Andrew's Church, 
And considered what I might have been." 
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CORNELIUS AGRIPPA. 

A BALLAD, 



. Cornelius Agrippa went out one day ; 
Hia Study he locked ere he went away, 
And be gave the key of the door to his wife, 
And charged her to keep it looked, on her life. 

" And, if any one ask my Study to see, 
I charge you to trust them not with the key ; 
Whoever may beg and entreat and implore, 
On your life let nobody enter that dooi'." 

There lived a yoUng man in the house, who in vain 
Access to that Study had sought to obtwn ; 
And he begged and prayed the books to see, 
Till the foolish woman gave him the key. 

On the Study-table a book there lay, 
Which Agrippa himself had been reading that day ; 
The letters were written with blood therein. 
And the leaves were made of dead men's skin ; — 
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And these horrible leaves of magic between 
Were the ugliest pictures that ever were seen; 
The likeness of things so foul to behold. 
That what they were is not fit to be told. 

The young man he began to read 
He knew not what ; but he would proceed, 
When there was heard a sound at the door, 
Which, as he read on, grew more and more. 

And more and more the knocking grew ; 

The young man knew not what to do ( 

But, trembling, in fear he sat within, 

Till the door was broke, aiid the Devil came in. 

Two hideous horns on his head he had got, 
Like ii'on heated nine times red-hot ; 
The breath of his nostrils was brimstone blue, 
And his tail like a fiery serpent grew. 

" What wouldst thou with me?" the Wicked One 
But rot a word the young man replied ; [cried ; 
Every hair on his head was standing upright. 
And his limbs like a palay shook with a 



" What wouldst thou with me ? " cried the Author 

of ill; 
But the wretched young man was silent still : 
Not a word had his lips the power to say, 
And his marrow seemed to be melting away. 
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" What wouldst thou with me ? " the third time he 

And a flash of lightning came from his ejes, 

And he hfted his grifiin claw in the air, 

And the young man had not sireugth for a prayer. 

His eyes i-ed fire and fury dart, 
As out he tore the young man's heart ; 
He grinned a horrihle grin at his pi'ey, 
And in a clap of thunder vanished away. 



Henceforth let all young men fake heed 
How ill a Conjurer's hooks ihey read. 
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"FnANijoia Petharque, fori renommi; eHtro los poetes Ita- 
liGiis, discouiniit en iiii epistre sou voyHgc dc Fruncc el de 
I'Allemfllgde, nous raooiite que pnsaant par la ville d'Aix, il 
apprit do quelques presti'es una histoire prodigeusB qu'lla te- 
jioiont do main en moin pour tree redtuble. Qui eatoit que 
Chiu'lea le Grand, apres avoir oonqnesti plusieurs piiys, s'ea- 
perdit de tolle fafon en I'luuour d'ane simple femine, que 
mettant toiit lioiineur et reputation en airiero, il onblia noii 
aeuiemeiit les airaires de son rayaunie, mais ausai le soing de 
ia, prapre peraonno, du grand desplaiair de chaoun ; eetant 
Beniement enteatif b, courtiser oeste dame: laquelle par bon- 
henr oommeinyi ^ a'alitor d'nne groaaa maladie, qui lui apporta 
la mort. Doiit los princes et grands Eejgneura fni-ent fort re- 
jouia, eaparans qua par oaate mort, Ciiarles repvondroit comme 
deTKUt et ses esprits etlea affiiircs du royaume en main: toutes- 
foia il se trouva tellament iufatuS de oeste nnioar, qn'encorea 
clierissiiit-il oo cadaver, I'embraasant, baisant, accolant de la 
memo a9on que devaiit, et an lien do preatei' I'oreiile aux le- 
gafiona qnl luy anryanoiont, 11 I'entretenoit de iiiille bayea, 
comme a'elle eiist est6 pleine de vie. Ce coips commen^olt 

putrefaction, et neanlmoiiia n'y aTOit auoim de ses fiivoiis qui 
luy en oaast paiier,' dont advint que I'Archevesqno Tnrpin 
■ miaux advie£ que lea auti'es, ponrpensa que telle oliose no 
pouYoit eatre advanUB aans quelqne sorcellorie. An moyerf 
deqnoy,a"piantunjour I'lionio que lo roy B'eatott nbsont^ da 
la ohmnbre, tommen^a de foulller le eoi'ps de toutes porta, 
finaiament treuva dmis aa bonolio an dcssous de sa Isnguo un 
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anneau qu'il luy osta. Le jour mesme ChflrlGinaigne tetour- 
nant but ses premieres bcia^es, se trouva tort estoniifi de voir 
une caroosae aiiisi puante. Pnrqnoy, commB s'il se fnst res- 
veill^ d'nn protoud sommeil, commands que Ton reuaevelist 
promplement. Ce qui fut fiut; mok en eoatr'eschange de 
ceste fulie, il tourna tous ses pensemens vers r^rchevesq^ue 
porteur da cest anneau, ne pcuvAnt esCre de t^ eu avout eaua 
luy, BC la Buivnnt an tous lea endrcits. Quoy voyaiit ce sage 
prelat, et oralguant (lue oest anneau ue tombast en maina de 
qaelque autie, le jetta duns uulac prochnlade Id, Tills. Depuis 
leciuel temps on dit que oe roy se trouve si espria de I'amonr 
du lieu, qu'il ne se desempam de la viUe d'Aix, oil il bastit on 
paliJs, et uii monEStare, en I'un desqnala il parfit le reste de 
968 jours, at en I'autra voulut esti'e ansevoly, ordonnaut par 
son testninent que Uma les empereurs de Eome eussent it sb 
feire eacrer premieremeiit an ce lieu." — PoBqaief: Sedterdiea 
de la France, i.S,c. S3. 

This very learned aallior iag strangely mistaken AiK in 
Savoy, tlie real scene of the legend, Ibr AixJa-CliKpelle. The 
ruins of a building said to liave'been Chmlemaiti's palace sre 
stiii to be seen ou the Iiske of Bourget. 



It wiis strangt; th;it lie loved her, for youtli was 
gone by. 

And the bloom of her beauty was fled : 
'Twfls the ghmce of the harlot that gleamed in her eye, 
And ail but the Monarch could plainly descty 

From whence came her white and her red. 



Yet he thought with Agatha none might compare. 
And he gloried in wearing her cliain ; 
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The court was a desert if she were not ttere ; 
To him slie alone among women seemed fair, 
Sucli dotage possessed Charlemain. 



The soldier, the stitfesman, the courtier, the maid. 

Alike the proud leman detest ; 
And the good old Archbishop, who ceased to up- 

Shook his gray head in sorrow, and silently prayed 
That he soon mght consign her to rest. 



A joy ill dissembled soon gladdens them all, 

For Agatha sickens and dies : 
And now they are ready with bier and with pall ; 
The tapers gleam gloomy amid the high hall. 

And the strains of the requiem arise. 



But Charlemain sent them in anger away, 

For she should not be buried, he said ; 
And despite of all counsel, for many a day, 
Where arrayed in her costly apparel she lay, 
The Monarch would sit by the dead. 

6. 
The cares of the kingdom demand him in vain 

And the army cry out for their lord ; 
Tiie Lombai-ds, the fierce misbelievers of Spai 
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Now ravage the realms of the proud Charlemain, 
And still he unsheathes not the sword. 



The soldiers they clamor, the monks bend in prayer 

In the qniet retreats of the ceil ; 
The physicians to counsel together repair, 
And, with common consent, one and all they declare 

That his senses are bound by a spell. 



Then, with relics protected, and confident grown. 

And telling devoutly his beads, 
The good old Archbishop, when this was mail 

known, 
Steals in when he hears that the corpse is alone, 

And to look for the spell he proceeds. 



He searches with care, though with tremulous 
haste. 

For the sjieU that bewitches the King ; 
And under her tongue, for security placed, 
Its mai^in with mystical characters traced, 

At length he discovers a ring. 



Kejoicing he seized it, and hastened away ; 

The Monai-ch re-entered the room ; 
The enchantment was ended, and, suddenly g 
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He bade the attendants no longer delay, 
But bear her with speed to the tomb. 

11. 

Kow merriment, joyance, and feasting again 

Enliveaed the palace of Aix ; 
And now by his heralds did King Charlemain 
Invite to his palace the courlier train 

To hold a high festival day. 

12. 
And anxiously now for the festival day 

The liiglily born maidens prepai'e; 
And now, all apparelled in costly array, 
EsuliJng they come to the palace of Aix, 

Toung and aged, the bravo and the fair. 



Oh, liappy the damsel wlio, 'mid her compeei-s, 

For a moment engaged the King's eye ! 
l^ow glowing with hopes, and now fevered with fears, 
Each maid or triumphant or jealous appears, 
As noticed by hiiii, or passed by. 



And now, as the evening approached, to the ball 

In anxious suspense they advance. 
Hoping each on herself (hat the King's choice might 
Wlien, lo ! to the utter confusion of all, [fall, 

He asked the Archbishop to dance. 
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15. 

The damsels they laugh, and the barons they stare ; 

'Twas mirth and astonishment all ; 
And the Archbishop started, and muttered a prayer. 
And, wi-oth at receiving such mockery there, 

In haste he withdrew from tlie hall. 

16. 

The moon dimpled over flie water with light, 
Aa he wandered along the lake-side ; 

But the King had pureued, and, o'erjoyed at his 
sight, 

i' Oh, turn thee, Archbishop, my joy and delight ! 
Oh, turn thee, ray charmer 1 " he cried. 

17. 
" Oh, come where the feast and the dance and tlio 
song 
Invite thee to mirth and to love ! 
Or at tliis happy moment, away fi-om the throng. 
To the shade of yon wood let us hasten along : 
The moon never pierces that grove." 

18. 
As thus by new madness the King seemed possessed, 

In new wonder the Archbishop heard ; 
Then Charlemain warmly and eagerly pressed 
The good old man's poor, withered hand to his 
breast. 
And kissed his long, gray, grizzle benrd. 
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19. 

" Let us well, then, these tbrtunate moraents em- 
ploy ! " 
Cried the Monarch with passionate tone ; 
" Come away then, dear charmer, — my angel, — 

my joy: 
Kay, struggle not now, — 'tis in vain to he wy, — 
And rememher that we are alone." 



" Blessdd Mary ! protect me," the Archbishop cried ; 

" What madness has come to the King ! " 
In vmn to escape from the Monarch he tried, 
"When luckily he on Lis finger espied 

The glitter of Agatha's ring. 

21. 
O^feijoyed, the good prelate remembered the spell, 

And far in the lake flung the ring : 
The waters closed round it, and wondrous to tell, 
Eelei^ed from the cursed enchantment of hell, 

His reason returnedto tlie King, 

22. 
But he built him a palace there close by the bay, 

And there did he love to remain ; 
And the traveller who will, may behold at this day 
A monument still in the ruins at Aix 

Of the spell that possessed Charlomain. 

Batii, 1797. 
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One day, it matters not to kuow 

How many hundred years ago, 

A Frencliman stopped at an inn-door: 

The Landlord came to welcome him, and diat 

Of this and that, 

For he had seen the Traveller there before, 

" Doth holy Romuald dwell 

Slillinhiscell?" 

The Traveller asked, " or is the old man dead ? " 

" No : he has left his loving flock, and we 

So great a Christian never more shall see," 

The Landlord answered, and he shook his head. 

" Ah, Sir, we knew hia worth ! 

If ever there did live a Saint on earlh ! — 

Why, Sir, he always used to wear a shirt 

For thirty days, all seasons, day and night : 

Good man, he knew it was not right 

For Dust and Ashes to fall out with Dirt; 

And then he only hung it out in the rain. 

And put it on again. 
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" There has been perilous work 

Witli him and the Devil there in yonder cell ; 

For Satan used to maul him lilte a Turk. 

There they would sometimes fight 

All tlnvjugh a winter's night, 

From sunset until mom, 

He with a cross, the Devil with his horn ; 

The Devil spitting fli-e, with might and mam, 

Enough to make St. Michael half afraid ; 

He splashing holy water till he made 

His red hide hiss again, 

And the hot vapor filled the smoking celL 

This was so common, that his face became 

All black and yellow with the brimstone-flame. 

And then he smelt, — Lord! how he did smell! 

" Then, Sir ! to see how he would mortify 

The flesh 1 If any one had dainty fare. 

Good man, he would come there, 

And look at all the delicate things, and cry 

'0 Belly, Belly! 

Tou would be gormandizing now, I know ; 

But it shall not be so I — 

Home to your bread and water ! home, I tell ye ! ' " 

'• But," quoth the Traveller, " wherefore did he leave 

A flock that knew his saintly worth so well ? " 

" Why," said the Landlord, " Sir, it so befell, 

He heard unluckily of our intent 

To do him a great honor ; and, you know, 
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He was not covetous of feme below, 
And so liy stealth one night away he went." 

" "What might this honor be F " the Traveller cried. 

" Why, Sir," the boat replied, 

" We thought perhaps that he might one day leave us ; 

And then, should strangers have 

The good man's grave, 

A loss like that would naturally grieve us ; 

For he'll be made a Saint of, to he sure. 

Therefore we thought it prudent to secure 

His relics while we might; 

And so we meant to strangle him one night." 

Wesibtibt, 179B. 
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" The people at Iswa, in Upper Egypt, have n superstition eon- 
cemiDg crocodiles similiir to ilia.t etitertainBd in tha West 
Indies ! they say there ia a king of them who resides near Isna, 
and viho has eats, but no tail ; and he possesses nn uncommon 
ir^l qnality, that of damg no harm. Some are ho!d enough 
to assert that they have seen him." — Brown's Travdi. 

If the crocodile dynasty in Egypt had been desoiibed Bs 
distinguished by a long ueolc, as well as the want of n tall, It 
might be supposed tiiat some tradition of the ichthyosanrua, Or 
othar vai-iety of the pre-Adamita crocodile, was preaarved in 

Ho one, who has perused Mr. Waterton'e " Wanderings," ivill 
think there is any thing more extraordinary in the woman's 
attack npon her intended deTonrei', than in what Chat enter- 
prising and most observant naturalist has himself performed. 
He has ridden a d'ocodUe, twisKng tha huge reptile's foi'e-iegs 
onhisbackbymainforce.anduaingthemasahridle. " Should 
it be asked," he says, "how I managed to lieep my seat, I 
would answer, I hunted some years with Lord Darlington's 
foi-iiounda." 



" Now, "Woman, wliy without jour veil ? 
And wherefore do you look so paie ? 
And, WomRn, why do you groan so eadly, 
And wherefore beat your bosom madly ? " 
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" Oh ! I have lost my darling boy, 

In whom my soul had all its joy ; 

And I for sorrow have torn my veil, 

And sorrow hath made my very heart pale. 

" Oh ! I have lost my darling child, 
And that's the loss tliat makes me wild ; 
He stooped to the river down to drink, 
And there was a Crocodile hy the hrink. 

" He did not venture in to awim ; 
He only stooped to drinic at the brim ; 
But under the reeds the Crocodile lay, 
And struck with his tail, and swept him away. 

" Now take me in your boat, I pray. 
For down the river lies my way, 
And me to the Eeed Island bring. 
For I will go to the Crocodile King. 

" He reigns not now in Crocodilople, 
Proud as a Turk at Constantinople; 
No ruins of hia great city remain, 
The Island of Eeeds is his whole domain. 

" Like a Dervis there he passes, his days, 
Turns up his eyes, and fasts and prays ; 
And, being grown pious and meek and mild. 
He now never eata man, woman, or child. 
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" The King of the Crocodiles never doi^s wroiij 
He has no tail so stiff and strong, 
He has no tail to strike and slay ; 
But he has ears to hear what I aay, 

" And to the King I will complain 
How my jwor child was wickedly slain ; 
The King of the Crocodiles he is good, 
And I shall have the murderei-'s blood." 

The man replied, " No, Woman, no, 
To the Island of Eeeds I will not go ; 
I would not for any worldly thing 
See the face of the Crocodile King." 

" Then lend me now your little boat, 
And I will down the river float : 
I tell thee that no worldly thing 
Shall keep me from the Crocodile King. 

" The King of the Crocodiles he is good. 
And therefore will give me blood for blood : 
Being so mighty and so just. 
He can revenge me; he will, and he must." 

The Woman she leaped into the boat. 
And down the river alone did she float ; 
And fast with the stream the boat proceeds ; 
And now she is come to the Island of Reeds. 
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The King of the Crocodiles there was seen ; 
He sat upon the eggs of the Queen ; 
And all around, a numerous ixtut, 
The young Prince Crocodiles crawled about. 

The Woman shook every limb with fear, 
As she to the Crocodile King came near ; 
For never man without fear and awe 
The feee of his Crocodile 1 



She fell upon her bended knee, 
And said, " King ! have pity on me ; 
For I have lost mj darling child. 
And that's the loss that makes me wild. 

" A Crocodile ate him for his food : 
Now let me have the murderer's blood ; 
Let me have vengeance for my boy, — 
The only tiling that can give me joy. 

" I know that you. Sire ! never do wrong : 
Tou have no tail, so stiff and strong, 
Tou have no tail to strike and slay; 
, But you have ears to hear what I say," 

" Yon have done well," the King replies, 
And fixed on her his little eyes; 
" Giood Woman, yes, you liave done right; 
But you have not described me quite. 



iiM=^i>,Goot^lc 



THE KINti OF THE CKOCODILE 

" I have no tail to strike and slay. 
And I have ears to hear what you say ; 
I have teeth, moreoyer, aa yon may see, 
And I will make a meal of thee." 

BEiaTOL, 1799. 



P A E T ir. 

Wicked tlie woid, anil bootl&ss tlie boast, 
As cruel King Crocodile found to his cost ; 
And, proper reword of tyrannical might. 
He showed his teeth, but he missed his bite, 
" A meal of me 1 " the Woman ciied. 
Taking wit in her anger, and courage beside : 
She took him bis forelegs and hind between, 
And trundled him off the eggs of the Queen. 

To revenge herself then she did not fail ; 
He was slow in his motions for want of a tail ; 
But well for ih6 Woman was it, the while. 
That the Queen was gadding abroad in the Nile. 

Two Crocodile Princes, as they played on the sand, 
She caught, and, grasping them one in each liand. 
Thrust the head of one into the throat of the other, 
Aad made each Prince Crocodile choke his brother. 
And, when she had trussed three couple this way, 
She carried them off, and liasteued away ; 
And, plying her oars with might aiid mmn, 
Crossed the river, and got to the shore again. 
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"When the Ci-ocodile Queen came home, she found 
That hev eggs were broken, and scatterecl around ; 
And tliat six young Princes, darlings all, 
"Were missing, — for none of them answered her calL 

Then many a not very pleasant thing 
Passed between her and the Crocodile King ; 
" la this j'our care of the nest ? " cried she. 
" It comes of your gadding abroad," said he. 

The Queen had the better in this dispute, 
Aud the Crocodile King found it best to be mute, 
While a terrible peal im his ears she rung ; 
For the Queen liad a tail as well as a tongue. 

In woful patience he let her rail, 
Standing less in fear of her tongue than her tail, 
And knowing tliat all the words which were spoken 
Could not mend one of the eggs that were broken. 

ITie Woman, meantime, was veiy well pleased ; 
She had saved her liie, and her heart was eased ; 
The justice she asked in vain for her son 
She had taken herself, and six for one, 

" Mash- Allah ! " ber neighbors exclaimed in delight. 
She gave them .a funeral supper that night. 
Where they all agreed tliat revenge was sweet, 
And young Prince Crocodiles delicate meat. 
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THE ROSE. 



FlorJdus; tlmtis toseyue, the felJe flotsolied. For als oiocho 
as B fiiyvo nrnydaa wps blamail with wrong and solaundrad, 
that sche hadil don foniicncioau ; for whiche cause aohe w^ 
demed to the dethe, and to be brent in (hat place, to the whioto 
she was ladd. And, as the iyre began ki br«nne about hire, she 
made iier preyeres to oure Lord, that als wissely as 3che was 
not gylty of that synns, that he wold help hire, and malie it 
tobeknoivcntoaUcmenof his meiviyfullegracc. And, whanne 
sche had tlius seyd, ache entered into the fuyer ; ond anon was 
the fnyer quBnohed and oute, and the brondes tliat weran bren- 
nyngc becomen white roseree, full of roses; and theisa wecein 
the first coBeces and roses, both white and rede, that every ony 
man saugha. And thus was this oiiuden saved by the grace 
of God." — The Vuiag^ and TraimiUs of Sir Joint MaandMle. 



Nat, Edith ! spare the Rose : perhaps it lives, 
Aud feela the noontide sun, and drinks refreshed 
The dews of night. Let not thy gentle hand 
Tear its lifestrings asunder, and destroy 
Tte sease of being 1 — Why that infidel smile ? 
Come, I will bribe tliee to be mei-ciful ; 
And thou shalt have a tale of other days, — 
For I am skilled iu legendary lore, — 
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So thou wilt let it live. There vaa a ijme 

Ere tliis, the freshest, sweetest flower that blooms 

Bedecked tlie bowers of earth. Thou hast not heard 

How fli'st by miracle its fragrant leaves 

Spread to the sun their blushing loveliness. 

There dwelt in Bethlehem a Jewish maid. 
And Zillah was her name, so passing fair 
That all Judea spake the virgin's praise. 
He who had seen her eye's dark radiance 
How it revealed her soul, and what a soul 
Beamed in the mild effulgence, woe to him ! 
For not in solitude, for not in crowds. 
Might he escape remembrance, nor avoid 
Her imaged form, which followed everywhere, 
And iilled the heai't, and fixed the absent eye. 
Alas for him ! her bosom owned no love 
Save the strong ardor of religious zeal ; 
For Zillah on her Glod had centred all 
Her spirit's deep affections. So for her 
Her tribes-men sighed in vain, yet reverenced 
The obdurate virtue that desti'oyed their hopes. 

One man thei-e was, a vain and wretched man, 
Wto saw, desired, despaired, and hated her. 
His sensual eye had gloated on her cheek 
Even till the iiush of angry modesty 
Gave it new charms, and made him gloat the more. 
She loathed the man : for Hamuel's eye was bold, 
And the sti-ong workings of brute selfishness 
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Had moulded his broad features ; and she feared 
The bitterness of wounded vanity 
That with a fiendish hue would oTevcaat 
His faint and lying smile. Nor vain her fear ; 
For Hamuel Vowed revenge, and laid a plot 
Against her virgin fame. He spread abroad 
Whispei-s that travel fast, and ill reports 
That soon obtain belief; how Zillah's eye, 
!When in the temple heavenward it was raised, 
Did swim with rapturous zeal, but there were those 
Who had beheld the enthusiast's melting glance 
With other feelings filled ; — that 'twas a task 
Of easy sort to play the saint by day 
Before the public eye, but that all eyes 
Were closed at night ; — that Zillah's life was foul, 
Yea, forfeit to the law. 

Shame, shame to man. 
That he should trust so easily the tongue 
Which stabs another's fame ! The ill report 
Was heard,' repeated, and believed ; and soon — 
For Hamuel, by his well-schemed villany. 
Produced such semblances of guilt ~ the Maid 
Was to the fire condemned. 

. Without the walls. 
There was a barren field, — a place abhorred ; 
For it was there where wretched criminals 
Beceived their death ; and there they fixed the stake. 
And piled the fuel round which should consume. 
The injured Maid, abandoned, as it seemed. 
By God and man. The assembled Bethlemites 
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Beheld the scene; and when they saw the Maid 
Bound to the stake, with what calm holiness 
She lifted up her patient looks to Heaven, 
They douhted of her guilt. With other thoughts 
Stood Hamuel near the pile; him savage joy 
Led thitherward ; but now within his heart 
Unwonted feelings stirred, and the first pangs 
Of waltening guilt, anticipant of Hell. 
The eye of Zillah, aa it glanced around, 
Fell on the slanderer once, aod resfed there 
A moment ; like a dagger did it pierce. 
And struck into hia soul a cureless wound. 
Consdence ! thou God within us ! not in the hour 
Of triumph dost tliou spare the guilty wretch ; 
Not in the hour of infamy and death 
Forsake the virtuous ! They draw near the stake ; 
They bring the torch ! — hold, hold your erring 

hands! 
Tet quench the rising flames! — they rise! they 

spread ! 
They reach the suffering Maid ! O God ! protect 
The innocent one. 

They rose, they spread, they raged ; 
The breath of God went forth ; the ascending fire 
Beneath its influence bent, and all ils flames 
In one long lightning-flash concentrating, 
Darted, and blasted Hamuel, — him alone. 
Hark! what a fearful scream the multitude 
Pour forth ! — and yet more miracles ! The stake 
Bi'anehes and buds, and, spreading its green leaves, 
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Embowers and canopiea the innocent M^d, 
Who there stands glorified ; and Roses, then 
First seen on eartli since Paradise was lost, 
Proftiaely blossom roviad her, white and red. 
In all their rich variety of hues ; 
And fragrance, such as our first parents breathed 
In Eden, she inhales, — vouchsafed to her 
A presage sure of Paradise regained. 
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THE LOVER'S KOCK. 



The MMclen, through the favoi'ing night, 
From Gi'aiioda took her flight; 
She bade her Father's house farewell, 
Aud fled away with Manuel. 

No Moorish maid might hope to vie 
With Laila'a eheek or Laila's eye ; 
No maiden loved with purer truth, 
Or ever loyed a lovelier youth. 

In fear they fled, across the plain. 
The fether's wrath, the captive's chain ; 
In hope to Seville on they flee, 
To peace and love and liberty. 

Chiuma they have left ; and now, 
Beneath a precipice's brow, 
Where Guadalhoree winds its way, 
There in the shade awhile (hey lay. 



iiM=^i>,Goot^lc 



THE iOVEE'a KOCK. 

For now tlie suti was near its height, 
And she was weary with her flight ; 
She laid her head oq Manuel's breast. 
And pleasant was the Maiden's rest. 

"While thus the lovely L^la slept, 
A fearful watch young Manuel kept : 
Alas ! her Father and his train 
He sees come speeding o'er the plain. 

The Maiden started from her sleep ; 
They sought for i-efuge up the sleep ; 
To scale the precipice's brow 
Their only hope of safety now. 

But Item the angry Fatlier sees ; 



And now tlie Moors approach the steep : 
Loud are his curses, loud and deep. 

Then Manuel's heart grew wild with woe 
He loosened stones, and rolled below ; 
He loosened ci-ags ; for Manuel strove 
For life and liberty and love. 

The ascent was pei'ilous and high ; 
The Moors they durst not venture nigh : 
The fugitives stood safely there ; 
They stood in safety and. despair. 
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Tlie Moorish chief unmoved could see 
His daughter beod her suppliant knee ; 
He heard his child for pardoa plead, 
And swore the ofFenders both should bleed. 

He bade tlie archers bend the bow, 
And make the Clu'istian fall below ; 
He bade the archerd aim the dart, 
And pierce the Maid's apostate heart. 

The archers aimed their arrows Oiere ; 
She clasped youag Maauel in despair: 
" Death, Manuel, shall set us free ! 
Then leap below, and die with me." 

He clasped her close, and cried, " Farewell ! ' 
In one another's anna they feU ; 
And, falhng o'er the rock's steep side, 
In one another's arms they died. 

And side by side they there are laid, 
The Christian youth and Moorish maid ; 
But never Cross was planted there. 
Because they perished for despiur. 

Yet every Moorish maid can tell 
Where Laiia lies, who loved so well ; 
And every youth, who passes there, 
Says for Manuel's soul a prayer. 
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GARCI FEREANDEZ. 



In an evil day and an hour of woe 

Did Garci Fen-andez wed ! 

He wedded the Lady Argentine, 

As ancient stories tell ; 

He loved the Lady Argentine ; 

Alas tor what befell I 

The Lady Ai'gentine hatli fled; 

In an evil day and an hour of woe, 

She hath left the husband who loved her well, 

To go to Count Aymerique's bed. 



Garci Ferrandea was brave and young, 

The comeliest of the land: 

There was never a knight of Leon in fight 

Who could meet the force of his matchless might ; 
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There was Dever a foe in the infidel band 

Wlio against his dreadful sword could stand ; 

And yet Count Garci's sti-ong right hand 

Was shapely and soft and white j 

Aa whit« and as soft as a lady's hand 

. Was the hand of the beautiful Knight. 



In an evil day and an Lour of woe 
To Garci's Hall did Count Aymerique go; 

In an evil hour and a luckless night 

From Garci's Hall did he take his flight, 

And bear with him that lady bright, 

That lady false, his bale and bane. 

There was feasting and joy in Count Aymerique's 

bower, 

When he, with triumph and pomp and pride. 

Brought home the adulteress like a bride. 

His daughter only sate in her tower ; 

She sate in her lonely tower alone. 

And for her dead mother she made her moan : 

" Methiuks," said she, " my fatlter for me 

Might have brought a bridegroom home. 

A step-mother he brings hither instead; 

Count Aymerique will not his daughter should wed. 

But he brings home a leman for hia own bed." 

So thoughts of good and thoughts of ill 

Were working thus in Abba's will ; 

And Argentine, with evil intent, 

Ever Ui work her woe was bent ; 
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That still she sate in her tower alone, 

And in that melancholy gloom, 

When for her mother she made hev moan, 

She ivished hei" father, too, in the tomh. 



She watches the pilgrims and poor who wait 

For daily food at her father's gate. 

" I would some Knight were there," thought she, 

" Disguised in pilgrim-weeds for me ! 

For Aymerique's blessing I would not stay, 

Nor he nor his leman should say me nay, 

But I with him would wend away." 



She watches lier handmaid the pittance deal : 

They took their dole, and went away ; 

But yonder is one who lingers still, 

Aa though he had something in his will, 

Some seci'et which he fain would say. 

And close to the portal she sees him go ; 

He talks with hei- handmaid in accents low ; 

Oh, then she thought that time went slow. 

And long were (he minutes that she must wait 

Till her handmaid came from the caatle-gale ! 

6. 
Fi-om the castle-gftte her handmaid came, 

And told her that a Knight was there. 

Who sought to speak with Abba the feii-, 

Count Aymerique's beautiful daughter and heir.. 
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She bade the stranger lo hei- bower; 

His stature was tall, his features bold ; 

A goodlier form might never maid 

At tilt or tourney hope to see ; 

And though in pilgrim-weeds arrayed, 
Tet noble in his weeds was he, 
And did his arms in them infold 
As they were robes of royalty. 



He told his name to the high-born fair; 
He said that vengeance led him there. 
" Now aid me, lady dear," quoth he, 
" To smite the adulteress in her pride : 
Tour wrongs and mine avenged shaU be. 

And I will take you for my bride." 
He pledged the word of a true Knight; 
From out the weeds his hand he drew. 
She took the hand that Garci gave. 
And then she knew his tale was true ; 
For she saw the warrior's hand so white. 
And she knew tlie feme of the beautiful Knight 



'Tl3 the hour of noon ; 

The bell of the convent hath done, 

And the Sexts are begun ; 

The Count and his leman are gone to their meat 
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They look to their pages, and, lo ! they see 
Where Abha, a stranger so long before, 
The eiver and basin arfd napkin bore. 
She came and knelt on her bended knee, 
And first to her lather ministered she : 
Count Aymeiique looked on his daughter down ; 
He Igokeil on her then without a frown. 



And next to the Lady Argentine 
Humbly she went and knelt; 
The Lady Argentine the while 

A haughty wonder felt; 

Her face put on an evil smile ; 

" I little thought (hat I should see 

The Lady Abha kneel to me 

In service of love and courtesy I 

Count Aymerique I " the leman cried, 

" Is she weary of her solitude, 

Or hath she quelled her pride ? " 

Abba no angry word rephed ; 

She only rsused her eyes, and cried, 

" liCt not the Lady Argentine 

Be wroth at ministry of mine ! " 

She looked at Aymerique, and sighed : 

"My father will not frown, I ween. 

That Abba again at his board should be seen !" 

Then Aymerique raised her from her knee, 

And kissed her eyes, and bade her be 

The daughter she was wont to be. 
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3. 

The wine hath warmed Count Ajmerique ; 

That mood hia crafty daughter knew ; 

She came and kissed her father's cheek, 

And stroked his beard with gentle hand. 

And winning eye and action bland, 

As she in childhood used to do. 

" A boon, Count Aymerique ! " quoth she : 

" If I have found fevor in thy sight, 

Let me sleep at my fe.ther's feet to-night. 

Grant this," quoth she, " so I sliall see 

That you will let your Abba be 

The daughter she was wont to be." 

With asking eye did Abba speak ; 

Her voice was soft and sweet; 

The wine had farmed Count Aymerique, 

And, when the hour of rest was come, 

She lay at her father's feet. 



In Aymerique's arms the aduKeress lay : 

Their talk was of the distant day, 

How they from Garei fled away 

In the silent hour of night ; 

And then, amid their wanton play. 

They mocked the beautiful Xoight. 

Far, far away his castle lay, 

The weary road of many a day ; 

" And travel long," they said, " to himt 

It seemed, was small delight ; 
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And lie belike was loath with blood 
To stain hia hands so white." 

They little thought that G-arci then 

Heaiti every scornful woi-d ! 

They little thought the avenging hand 

Was on the avenging aword I 

Fearless, unpenitent, unblest. 

Without a prayer they sunk to rest, 

The adulterer on the leman's breast. 



Then Abba, listening still in fear. 

To hear the breathing long and slow, 

At length the appointed signal gave. 

And Garci roae and struck the blow. 

One blow sufficed for Aymerique, — 

He made no moan, he uttered no groan ; 

But his death-start wakened Argentine, 

And by the chamber lamp she saw 

The bloody falchion shine ! 

She raised for help her indrawn breath ; 

But her shriek of fear was her shriek of death. 

6. 

In an evil day and an hour of woe 

Did Gavci FeiTandez wed ! 

One wicked wife he has sent to her grave ; 

He hath taken a worse to his bed, 

Bristol, 1601. 
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SOtlTHEYS POEMS. 



KING RAMIRO. 



The remnrltable story here Teraified is related in the "Ko- 
biliario de D. Petlro," Conde lie Braceloa, son of D. Diniz, King 
of Poi'tngal, a Bingnlarl j valTiftble und curions work ; publislied 
by tlie Cotonlstft Moynr of that fcingdom, Juan Bantista La- 
vaiia, at Rome, in 1B40. King D. Diniz reigned from 12J9 to 

isas. 



Gkken grow the alder-trees, and close 

To the water-side, by St. Joam da Foz. 

From the castle of Gaya the Warden sees 

The water and the alder-trees, 

And only these the Warden sees. 

No danger near doth Gaya fear, 

No danger nigh doth the Warden spy ; 

He sees not where the galleys lie 

Under the alders silently : 

For flie galleys with green are covered o'er ; 

They have crept by night along the shore ; 

And they lie at anchor, now it is morn, 

AwaifJng the sound of Ramiro's horn. 

2. 

In trftveUer's weeds Eamiro sate 
By the fountain at the castle-gate ; 



iiM=^i>,Goot^lc 



KING KAMIKO, 



But under the weeds was his breastplate, 

And the sword he had tried in ao many fights, 

And the horn whose sound would ring around, 

And be known so well by tiia knights. 



Fi'om tlie gate Aldonza's damsel came 

To fill her pitcher at the spring, 

And she saw, but she knew not, her master the King. 

In the Moorish tongue Eamiro spake. 

And begged a draught for mercy's sake. 

That he his burning thirst might slake ; 

For, worn by a long malady, 

Not strength enow, ie said, had he 

To lift it from the spring. 

4. 

She gave her pitcher to the King, 

And from his mouth he dropped a ring 

Which he had with Aldonza bi-oken ; 

So in the water fi-om tlie spring 

Queen Aldonza found the token. 

With that she bade her damsel bring 

Secretly the stranger in. 



" What brings thee hither, Ramiro ? " she cried ; 

" The love of you," the King replied. 

" Nay, nay ! it is not so ! " quoth she ; 

" Eamiro, say not this to me ! 
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I know your Moorisli concubine 

Hath now the love which once was mine. 

If yoQ had loved me as you say, 

Ton would never have stolen Orliga away ; 

If you had never loved another, 

I had not been hei-e in Gaya to-day, 

The wife of Orfiga'a brother ! 

But hide thee here, — a step I hear ; 

Kiii!^ Alboazar dvaweth near." 



In her alcove she bade him hide : 
" King Alboaaar, my lord," she cried, 
" What wouldst thou do, if at this hour 

King Eamiro were in thy power?" 
" This I would do," the Moor replied, 

" I would hew Mm limb from limb ; 

As he, I know, would deal by me, 
So I would deal by him." 

" Alboazar," Queen Aldonza said, 

" Lo ! here I give him to thy will. 

In yon alcove tliou hasl thy foe ; 

Now thy vengeance, then, fulSl ! " 



With that up spake the Christian King 

" O Alboazar ! deal by me 

As I would surely deal wilh thee, 

If I were you, and you were me. 
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Like a fi'iend you guested me many a day ; 

Like a foe I stole yoar sister away ; 

Tlie siu was great, and I felt ifs weight ; 

All joy by day the thought oppressed, 

And all aight long it troubled my rest, 

Till I could not bear the burden of care, 

But told my Confessor in despair; 

And he, my sinful soul to save, 

This penance for atonement gave,— - 

That I before you should appear, 

And yield myself your prisoner here. 

If my repentance was "sincere. 

That I might by a public death 

Breathe shamefully out my latest breath. 



" King Alboazar, this I would do, 

If you ivere I, and I were you : 

That no one should say you were meanly fed, 

I would give you a i-oasted capon first, 

And a good ring loaf of wheaten bread, 

And a skinful of wine to quench your thirst; 

And after tliat I would grant you the thing 

Which you came to me petitioning. 

Now Uiia, King ! is what I crave. 

That I my siniul soul may save : 

Let me be led to yowr bull-ring, 

And call your sons and daughtei-s all, 

people, both great and small, 
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And Jet me be set upon a stone, 

That by fiU the multitude I may be known j 

And bid me then this hom to blow, 

And'! will blow a blast so strong, 

And wind the hom so !oud and long, 

That the breath in my body at last shall be gone, 

And I shall drop dead in the sight of the throng. 

Thus yonr i-evenge, Xing ! will be brave, 

Granting the boon which I come to crave. 

And the people a holyday sight will have, 

And I my precious soul shall save ; 

For this is the penance my Confessor gave.- 

King Alboazar, this I would do, 

If you were I, and I were you." 



" This man repents Ills sin, be sure ! " 

To Queen Aldonza said the Moor. 

" He hath stolen my sister away from me ; 

I liove taken from him his wife : 

Shame then would it be, when he comes to mi 

And I his tnie repentance see, 

If I for vengeance should take his life," 

10. 
" Alboazar ! " then quoth she, 
" Weak of heart as weak can be ! 
Full of revenge and wiles is he. 
Look at those eyes beneath that brow ; 
I know Eamiro better (ban thou ] 
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Kill him, for tliou hast him now: 

He must die, be sure, or thou. 

Haat thou not heard the history. 

How, to the throne that he might rise, 

He plucked out his brother Ordoiio'a eyes ? 

And dost not remember his prowess in fight, 

How often he met thee, and put thee to flight. 

And plundered thy country for many a day ; 

And how many Moors he has slain in the strife. 

And how many more carried captives away ? 

How he came to show friendship, and thou didst 

believe him ? 

How he ravished thy sister ? — and wouldst thou 

forgive him ? 

And hast thou forgotlen that I am his wife, 

And that now by thy side I lie like a bride. 

The worst shame that can ever a Christian hetide ? 

And cruel it were, when you see his despair, 

If vainly you thought in compassion to spare. 

And refused him the boon he comes hither to ci'ave ; 

For no other way his poor soul can he save 

Than by doing the penance his Confessor gave." 

11. 

As Queen Aklonza thus replies, 

The Moor upon her fixed his eyes ; 

And he said in his heai't, " Unhappy is he 

Who putteth his trust in a woman ! 

Thou .irt King Ramiro's wedded wife, 

And thus wouldst thou take away his life ! 
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What cause have I to confide in thee ? 
I will put this woman away from me." 
These were the thoughts that passed in bis breast ; 
But he called to mind Eamiro'a might, 
And he feai-ed to meet him hereafter in fight. 
And he granted the King's request. 

12. 

So he gave him a roasted capon first, 

And a skinful of wine to quendi his thirst ; 

And he called for his sons and daughters all, 

And assembled the people, both great and small. 

And to the bull-ring he led the King ; 

And he set him there upon a stone, 

That by all the multitude he might be known ; 

And he bade him blow through his horn a blast 

As long as his breafh and his life slioiild last. 



Oh, then hia horn Ramiro wound ! 
The walla rebound the pealing sound. 
That fiir and wide rings echoing round. 

Louder and louder Eamiro blows. 
And farther the blast and farther goes, 
Till it reaches the galleys, whei'e they lie close 
Under the alders, by St. Joam da Foz. 
It roused his knights from their repose, 
And they and their merry men arose : 
Away. to Gfaya they speed them straight; 
Like a torrent they buret through the city gate ; 
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And they rush among thu MooFist throng, 
And slaughter their iniidel foes. 



Thea his good sword Eamiro drew ; 

Upon the Moorish king he flew, 

And he gave biin one blow,for there needed not tW' 

They killed his sons and hia daughters too ; 

Every Moorish soul they slew ; 

Not one escaped of the infidel crew, 

Neither old nor young, nor babe nor mother ; 

And they left not one stone upon another. 

16. 
They carried the wicked Queen aboard. 
And Ihey took counsel what to do to her ; 

They tied a millstone round her neck, 

And overboard in the sea they threw her : 

But a heavier weight than that millstone lay 

On Eaniiro's soul at his dying day. 
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THE INCHCAi-E EOCK. 



Ah old writer meniions a curions tradition which mny be 
- woith quoting. " By east the Isle of May," bujs ho, " tivelTe 
miles fl'Om all land ia tlie Gemmn sens, lyes a great hidden 
rook, oailed Inehoape, very dangerous foe navigatorB, heoanse 
it is overflowed ererie tide. It is reported, in old times, upon 
the saide roclc Uiere wns a bell, Sxod upon a tree or tdmbar, 
which rang continually, being moved by the sen, giving noHoe 
to the EBylera of the danger Th s ball or clocke wai pnt 
there and mnmtained by the Abbot of Aterb-othok and 
being tiilcen down by a sea pirate a 3 earo therafter 1 e poiv 
ished upon the snme roike « th siilp and goodes in the 
righteous judgeoient of God — bloddnr^t B una It on Scot' 



The ship was still as she could be ; 

Her sails from heaven received no motion 5 

Her keel was steady in the ocean. 

Without either sign or sound of their shock, 
The waves flowed over tlie Inchcape Rock ; 
So little they rose, so little they fell, 
They did not move the Inchcape Eel!. 
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The Abbot of Aberbrolhok 
Had placed that Bell on the Inchcape Rock ; 
On a buoy in the storm It floated and swung, 
And over the waves its warning rung. 

When the Eodt was hid by the surge's swell. 
The marinei^ heard the warning BeO ; 
And then they knew the perilousi Rock, 
And blest the Abbot of Aberbrothok. 

The Sun in heaven was shining gay; 

All things were joyful on that day ; 

The sea-birds screamed as they wheeled round, 

And there was joyance in their sound. 

The buoy of the Inchcape Bell was seen, 
A darker speck on the ocean green : 
Sir Ralph the Eover walked his deck, 
And he Used his eye on the darker speck. 

He felt the cheering power of spring; 
It made him whistle, it made liim sing : 
His heart was mirthful to excess, 
But the Rover's mirth was wickedness. 



His eye was on the Inchcape float ; 
Quoth he, "My men, put out the boat, 
And row me to the Inehcape Rock, 
And ril plague the Abbot of Aberbrothok." 
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The boat is lowered, the boatmen row, 

And to the Inchcape Eocli they go ; 

Sir Ralph bent over from the bo^. 

And he cut the Bell from tlie Inchcape float. 

Down sunk the Bell with a gurghng sound ; 
The bubbles rose and burst around : 
Quofli Sir Ealph, " The next who comes io tiie llock 
Won't bless the Abbot of Aberbrothok." 

Sir Ralph the Rover sailed away ; 
He scoured the seaa for many a day ; 
And now, grown rich with plundered store, 
He steers his course for Scotland's shore. 

So thick a haze o'erspreads the sky, 
They cannot see the Sun on high : 
The wind hath blown a gale all day ; 
At evening it hath died away. 

On the deck the Rover takes his stand ; 
So dark it is, they see no land. 
Quoth Sir Ralph, " It will be lighter soon. 
For there i? the dawn of the rising Moon." 

" Canst hear," said one, " the breakers roar ? 
For methinks we should be near the shore." 
" Now where we are I cannot tell, 
But I wish I could hear the Inchcape Bell," 
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THE IXCUCAFE EOCK. 12 

They hear no soimil ; the swell is sti-ong ; , 
Though (he wind hath fallen, they drift along. 
Till the vessel strikes with a shivering shock : 
" Christ ! it is the Inchcape Bock ! " 

Sir Ralph the Rover tore his haii', 
He curst himself in his despair: 
Tlie waves rush in on every side ; 
The ship is sinking beneath the tide. 

But, even in his dying fear. 
One dreadful sound could the Rover hear, — 
A sound as if, with the Inchcape Bell, 
The Devil below was ringing his knell. 

Bristol, 1802. 
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THE WELL OF ST. KEYNE. 



■'iKHOWnot whathecit be worth, the roporfcing, that tiieve is 
in Comwali, near the pariah of St. Neots, a well, ai-clied over 
with tha robes of four liinds of trees, — withy, oalt, elm, and ash, 
— dadieatod to St. Keyue. The reported viitue of the vrater is 
this, that, whether husband or wife come first to drink thei'eof, 
they get the maBterj thereby." — fWfer. 

This p g ■ f tl 8 f 1' of the worthy old Poller 

wlash vskn thtl tw wthfli pig 

HgiTB ted th f 11 w g bill d d tli b 11 1 has p od oed 

m J m tat n, th t it n y b prud t 1 re li t as- 



A "Welt, there is in tlie west country, 
And a clearer one never was seen ; 

There is not a wife in the west countiy 
But has heard of the Well of St. Keyne. 

An oak and an ehn tree stand beside, 
And behind doth an ash-tree grow, 

And a willow from the btuik above 
Droops to the water below. 



iiM=^i>,Goot^lc 



A ti-ayel!er came to the Well of St. Keyiie ; 

Joyfully he drew nigh ; 
For from cock-erow he had been travelhng, 

And there waa not a cload in the sky. 

He drank of the water so cool and clear, 

For thirsty and hot was he ; 
And he sat down upon the hank, 

Under the willow-(ree. 

Thei'e came a man from the house hard by, 

Atthe WelltofiDhiapait; 
On the "Well-side lie rested it. 

And he bade the Stranger hail. 

" Now, art thou a bachelor, Stranger ? " quoth he } 

" For, an if thou hast a wife. 
The happiest draught thou hast di'ank this day 

That ever thow didst in thy life. 

" Or has thy good woman, if one thou hast, 

E^er here in Cornwall been ? 
For, an if she have, 111 venture my life 

She has drank of the WeU of St. Keyne." 

"I have left a good woman who never was hei'c," 

The Stranger he made reply; 
" But that my draught should be tlie better for that, 

I pray you answer me why." 
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" St. Keyne," quoth tie Cornisli-man, " many a time 

Drank of this crystal Well ; 
And, before the angel summoned her, 

She laid on the water a spell, — 

" If the Husband, of this gifted Well 

Shall drink before his Wife, 
A happy man thenceforth is he, 

For he shaU be Master for life ; — 

" But, if the Wife should drink of it first, 

God help the Husband then ! " — 
The Stranger stooped to the "Well of St Keyne, 

And drank of the water again. 

" Ton drank of the Well, I warrant, betimes ? " 

He to the Comish-man satd ; 
But tiie Comiah-man smiled as the Stranger spake, 

And sheepishly shook his head r — 

" I hastened, as soon as the wedding was done, 

And left my Wife in the porch ; 
But i' fUith she had been wiser than me, 

For she took a bottle to church." 

WESTEURy, 1798. 
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BISHOP BKUNO. 



" Brcho,' the Bishop of Herblpolitonnm, sailing m the river of 
Dannbius wiOi Henry III,, then emperor, being not far from a. 
place ■which the Germanes call Ben SiniH&l, or the devonring 
gnlfe, which is neere unto Grinon, a castle in Austria, a spirit 
was heard clamouring aloud, ' Ho, ho. Bishop Broiio I whither 
art Ihou travailing? But, dispose of thyaelfe how thou plea- 
aest, Utou shalt be my prey and spoil.' At the hearing of 
tiiese words, they were all stupiRad; and the bishop, with l^e 
rest, orost and blest themselTes. The issue was, that within 
a short time after, the bishop feasting with the emperor in a 
castle belonging to tiie Countesse of Esbnroh, a rafter fall from 
the roof of the chamber wherein they sate, and strooke him 
dead at the table." — 0f jioooifj MeraichU of Hie Bleiied 
Angels. 



Bishop BeunO awoke in the {tend midniglit, 
And Le heard his heart heat loud wilh aiFright : 
He dreamt he had rung the palace-bell. 
And the sownd it gave was hia passing knell. 

Bishop Bruno smiled at his feara so vain ; 
He turned to sleep, and he dreamt again ; 
He rang at the palaee^ate once more, 
And Dealt was the Porter that opened the door. 
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He started up at the fearful di'eam, 

And he heai-d at his window the screech-owl scream : 

Bishop Bruno alept no more that night ; 

Oh, glad was he when he saw the dayliglit ! 

Now he goes forth iu proud array, 
For he with the Emperor dines to-day : 
There was not a Baron in Gtermany 
That went with a nobler train than he. 

Before and behind his soldiers ride t 
The people thronged to see their pride ; 
They bowed the head, and the knee they bent. 
But nobody blest hiia as he went. 

So he went on stately and proud, 

When he heard a voice that cried aload, 

" Ho, ho, Bishop Bruno I you travel with glee ; 

But, I would have you know, you travel fo me ! " 

Behind and before, and on either side, 
He looked, but nobody he espied ; 
And the Bishop at that grew cold with fear, 
For he heard the words distinct and clear. 

And, when he rang at the palace-bell, 
He almost expected to hear his knell ; 
And, when the Porter turned the key, 
He almost expected Death to see. 
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But soon the Bishop recovered his glee, 
For the Emperor welcomed him royally ; 
And now the tablea were spread, and there 
Were choice'it wines and dainty fare. 

And now the Bishop had blest tie meat, 
When a voice was heard as he sat in his seat : 
" With the Emperor now you are dining with glee ; 
But know, Bishop Bruno, you sup witli me ! " 

The Bishop then, grew pale with affright, 

And suddenly lost his appetite : 

All the wine ani3 dainlry cheer 

Could not comfort his heart, that was sick with fear. 

But by little and little recovered he, 
For the wine went flowing merrily, 
Till at length he forgot his former dread. 
And his cheeks again gi'ew rosy red. 

When he sat down to the royal fare, 
Bisliop Bruno was the saddest man there ; 
But, when the maskers entered the hall, 
He was the merriest man of all. 

Then from amid the maskers' crowd 

There went a voice hollow and loud . 

" Ton have passed the day, Bishop Bruno, in glee ; 

But you must pass the night with me 1 " 
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His cheek grows pale, aad his eyeballs glare, 
And stiff round liis tonsure bristled his hair : 
With lliat there eame one from the maskers' band, 
And took the Bishop by the hand. 

The bony hand suspended his breath, 
His marrow gi-ew cold at the touch of Death ; 
On. saints in vain he attempted to call, 
Bishop Bruno, fell dead in the palace-halL 
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THE BATTLE OF BLENHEIM. 



It was a aummer evening ; 

Old Kaspar'e work was done, 
And he before his cottage-door 

Was sitting in the sun ; 
And by him sported on the green 
His little grandchild Wilhehnine. 



She saw her brother Peterkin 
Roll something large and i-oun^ 

Which he beside the rivulet, 
Id playing there, had found t 

He came to ask what he had found. 

That was so lai'ge and smooth and round. 



Old Kiispar took it from the hoy, 
Who stood expeelant by ; 
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And then the old man shook his head, 

Aad with a natural sigh, 
" 'Tis some poor fellow's akull," said he, 

" WliH fell in the gi-eat victoiy. 

4. 
" 1 find thein in the garden, 

For there's many here about ; 
And often, when I go to plongh, 

The ploughshare turns them outj 
For many thousand men," said he, 
" Were slaia in that great victory," 



" Now tell us wliat 'twas all about," 

Young Peterkin he cries; 
And little Wilhelmine looks up 

"With wonder-waiting eyes ; 
" Now tell us all about the war. 
And what they fought each other foi-." 



" It was the English," Kaspar cried, 
" Who put the French to rout; 

Bui what they fought each other for, 
I could not well make out; 

But eveiybody said," quotli he, 

" That 'twas a famous victory. 
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" My father lived at Blenheim iJicn, 

Ton little stream hard by ; 
They burnt bis dwelling to (be ground, 

And be was forced to fly ; 
So with, his wife and child he fled, 
Nor had he whei-e to rest his head. 



" "With lire and swoimJ tlie country round 

Was wasted far and wide, 
And many a childing mother then. 

And new-born baby, died; 
But things like that, you know, must be 
At every famous victory. 

9. 
" Tbey say it was a shocking sight 

After the field was won ; 
For many thousand bodies here 

Lay rotting in the sun : 
Bat things like that, you know, must be 
After a iamous victory. 

10. 
" Great praise the Duke of Marlboroiigli i 

And our good Prince Eugene." 
" Wliy, 'twas a very wicked thing ! " 

Said little Wilhehnine. 
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" Nay, nay, my little gii'l," quolh he ; 
" It was a femous victory. 

11. 

" And eyerybody praised the Duke, 
Who this great tight did win." 

" But what good came of it at last?" 
Quoth little Petefkin. 

" "Why, that I cannot tell," said ho ; 

" But 'twas a famous victory." 
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A TEUE BALLAD 



ST. ASTIDIUS, THE POPE, AND THE DEVIL. 



" Deste Atemlin niientan Isis cstorias que le nviiio, que el 
marlBs daspues do Ramos, pnsso por la puente de un no qne 
hx nombre Dlviuo; i via en nn cumpa gran compafiii de dia- 
blos qne eetavnn conUuido i. 9U9 priticipes los males qne &zien 
por las tierriis; i entre todos los otioa estava un negro & ma- 
neradeEtyopiano: i alabavase que avie siete aiiosgue andava 
lidiando con el Papa pov ie fazer pecar ; i nonoa pndlei-a sy 
Hon entoneos qne le fklera ftizef ya qne peoedo mviy grave ; 
i eski pravava lo por la sandalia del apostoligo que traye. E 
Bant Atendio que vido aquello, llamo aqnel diablo, 6 conjurot 
por la virtnd de DioB 6 por la Santa Cruz que lo Uevasse a 
Bomai 6 cavalgo en el; 6 llevol & Boma, el jueves da la oena 
i horn de missa, el Papa qne queiie revastirae para deiir miesa; 
deio Sant Atendio al diablo i la pnerta 6 disfbl que lo aten- 
diese; 6 el entro dentro 4 eaco el Papa aparte, 6 disol que 
fizlesse penitencia de aquel pecado; 6 el quiso lo negar, msa 
fiio golo otorgQt el santo obiapo con i sandalia que le dlo. E 
fizo el Papa penitencia! 6 dixo Sant Atendto la missa en su 
logar, i conaagro la oriema; i tomouna partida della paia sj; 
6 despedlosse del Papa, i salio fnera, 6 cavalgo en el diablo, 6 
llevolo 4 3a ar9obJ9pado el sabado de paacua a lioi-a de missa." 
— O/roaica de EapaHa, 

This St. Atendio, aoecrding to the " Ctroniea General," was 
Bisliop of Veaylania, in Gaul, and maityred by the Vandals 
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in the yenr ill. Tlie Spaniiiids have a tradition tliat he was 
Bisliop of Jaen. Thay say, " that, as the Devil was crossing 
tlie sea with this UHwelcome load upon his baoli, he artfully 
endeayored to malia At^ndio pronounce ttie name of Jesus, 
which, as it brealis all spalls, would have siiablad him to throw 
Mm off into tha water; but that the bishop, undorsttuiding his 
intent, only replied, Aire, DiMa.' 'Gee up, DBvil!'" And 
they add, " that, when he arrived at Eome, his hat was still 
covered with the snow which had fallen upou it while he was 
passing the Alpa, and that tlie hat is still shown at Borne in 
oonftrmation of the story and the miracle." Feyjoo haa two 
lettars upon this whimsical legend among bis " Cartas Erudi- 
taa." In the first (t. 1, carta 24), he repUes to a ooiTespondent 
who had gravely hiquired his opinion upon the story, "De 
buen humor," says he, " 3sta,ba V. md. quando la ocun-id in- 
qnirir mi dictamen, sobre la Historieta de el Obispo de Jaheu, 
de quien se cuento, que fue a Roma en una noche, oaballaro 
Eobra la aspalda de un Diablo de alquiler: Tiiste de mi, si essa 
ouriosidad se haos contagiosa, y dan muchoa en segnlr el 
c^empio 4e Y. md. oonauitandome sobre cuentos de nfnos y 
vi^as." nevertheless, though he thus treats the story as an 
old wife's tale, he bestows some reasoning upon it. " As he 
heaj'd it," he says, " it did not appear whether tha use which 
the bishop made of the Devil were hoit or illieit; that is, 
whether he made use of him, as a wizard, by virtue of a com- 
pact, or by virtue of authority, iiaving the permission of the 
Most High so li} do. In eitliai' caee, thsre is a great incon- 
gruity. In the first, inasmuch as it is not credible that the 
Devil should voluntarily serve the bKhop for the purpose of 
preventing a great evil to the church; I say lolMUlari^, bacanse 
tha notion, that a compact so binding upon the Devil that he 
can in no ways resist the pleasure of the person with whom 
he haa contmcted, es cosa de Theoloffos de Vade a la cinla. In 
the second, because, tha journey being designed for a holy 
purpose, it is mere conformable to reason that it should have 
been eseouted by the ministry of a good angel than of a bad 
one ; as, for instance, Habalikuk was transported by the mini- 
stry of a, good angel Croai Judea to Babylon, that he might 
cany food to the imprisoned Daniel. If yon should oppose 
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e passively ai 



diBparitiea, The first, that Christ conducted himsalf in thin 



tsively; the Beooiid, Chat the Devil 



placed him upon the pinnacle of the Temple, not for any good 
end, but with a moat wicked intentJon, Bat," pursues the 
good Benedictine, " why should 1 fatigue myself with aiding ? 
I hold tha story unworthy of being critically ajtamined till it 
he shown roe written in some history, either eoolesiastical or 
profana, which is entiHed to some credit." 

Soon after this latter was published, another oorrespondanl 
hiformed fejjoo, that the story in question was written in the 
" General Chronicle of Kmg D. Alphoivso the Wise." This 
mcited him to farther inquiry. He found the same legend in 
the " Speculum Hisioriala " of Vlncentius Belovacensis, and 
there discovered that the saint was called Antidius, not Athen- 
dins, and that the scene lay upon the river Dnnius instead of 
the xivar Divinua. Here, too, be found a referance to Sigeber- 
tus Gembiacensis, and, in that autlior, the account which Ihe 
chronicler had followed, and the explanation of his errors in 
the topography ; his Vesytania proving to be Besan^on, and the 
river the Doubs, which the Romans called Dubins, Dubis, and 
Aduadubis. But he found also, t« his comfort, that though 
Jean Jacques Chiflet, a phyaiciiin of Besanfor, had endeavored 
to prove the truth of the story, for the honor of hia nation or 
city, in a book entitled " Vesontio Civitas ImperiiJJs Libera 
Seqnanorum," and had cited certain ancient acts and breviaries 
in support of It, the veracious Bollandists had decided that these 
acts were apocryphal, tha breviaries not to be believed in this 
pomt, and the whole atory a fable which hsid been equally re- 
lated of St. Maximus Taurinensis and Pope Leo the Great. 
These Bollandists striun at a gnat, and swallow an Aullay with 
equal gravity. Fortified by their authority, Feyjoo, wiio was 
worthy to have belonged to a more enlightened chm-oh, tri- 
nmphantly dismissed the legend, and observed "that the con- 
triver was a clumsy fabler to make the Devi] spend two days 
upon the Journey, which," as ha saya, " is slow travelling for 
an infernal postilion." — Carlos Miniitas, t. 2, o. 21. The 
dlscuaaion, however, raminded him of a ourious story, which 
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he thus relates! "There is in this city ef Oviedo a poorpratef, 
called by name Pedro Moveiio, of whom a tale is told similar 
in Gubatance to this of the Bishop of Jnen. The circumstance 
is related in this manner; Some letters had been delivered to 
him which he was to carry to Madrid with more than ordinary 
diligence, because expedition was of iroportanee. At a littla 
distance trom this city, he met with a Mai, who offered to join 
company with him for the journey. To this he objected, npon 
tlie ground that he was going in great haate, and tliat the friar 
would not be able tu keep pace with him; but, in fine, the 

gave Mni a waUtiug-stiok for his use. So tiiey began to travel, 
together, and that so well, that, Valladcdid being forty leagues 
(a hundred and sixty miles) from Ovieilo, they got beyond that 
city on the first day to dinner. The rest of tlie journey was 
performed with the same celerity. This story spread throu^ 
the whole place, and was believed by all the vulgar (and by 
some also who were not of the vulgar), whan it came to my 
ears. The authority referred to was the man himself, who had 
related it to an infinite number of persons. I sent for him to 
my cell to examine him. He afGrmad Uiat the story was true | 
but, by questioning and oross-quesUoning him concerning the 
particulars, 1 made him ikll into many contradiotlons. More- 
over, I found that he had told the story with many variations 
to different persons. What I clearly ascertained was, that he 
had heard the legend of the Blahop of Jaen, and thought to 
become a famous man by makmg a like fable beUeved of him- 
self, I believe that many persona were undeceived when my 
inquiry was knownj but, before thla examination was made, 
to how many phxces liad the report of this miraculous journey 
extended, where the exposure of the falsehood will never 
reach! Perhaps, if this writing should not prevent it, the 
jonmey of Pedro Moreno, the porter, will one day fae little 
leas famous in Spain than that of the Bishop of Jaen." — 
Cartas Eniditaii i. 1, c. 24- 

Acoording to Marullus, as quoted by Zuiiiger in his great 
"Theatrnm Hnmansc Vitse," i. 417, Antidina was Bishop of 
Tours, and Zosimua was the pope whom he served so essentially 
by riding post to his aid. 
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BALLAD or 8T. ANTIDITIS. 14o 

A vary inoorreot copy of Lliis ballad was prfnteil and sold by 
J. Bailey, 116, Chancery Lana, price sixpence, with a print from 
a juvenile design by 0. Cruickshank. 1 think myself fortunnte 
in having accidentally obtained this broadside, which, for its 
mrity, will one day be deemed valniible in a collection of the 
works of a truly original and inimitnble artist. 



It is Antidius the Bishop 

Who now at eventide, 

Taking the air and saying a praye^t 

Walks by the river-side. 

The Devil had business that evening, 

And lie upon earth would go ; 
For it was in the month of August, 
And the weather was dose below. 

He had liis books to settle ; 

And up to earth he hied, 

To do it there in the evening air, 

Ail by the river-side. 

His imps came flying around him, 

Of his affaii-s to tell ; 

From the North and the South and the East and 

the West, 

They brought him the news that he liked best, 

Of things they had done, 

And the souls they had won, 

And how they sped well 

In Ihe service of Hell. 
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Tliere came a Devil posting in, 

Eetunifid from his employ : 

Seven years had he been gone from Hell ; 

And now he came grinning for joy. 

" Seven years," quoth he, " of trouble and' toil, 

Have I labored the Pope to win ; 

And I to-day have caught him. 

He hath done a deadly sin ! " 

And then he took the Devil's book, 

And wrote the deed therein. 

Oh ! then King Beelzebub for joy 

He drew his mouth so wide, 

You might have seen his iron teeth. 

Four and forty from side to side. 

He wa^ed his ears, he twisted his tail. 

He knew not for joy what to do ; 

In his hoofs and his horns, in his heels and his corns, 

It tickled him all through. 

The Bishop, who beheld all this, 
Straight how to act bethought him ;■ 
He leaped upon the Devil's back, 
And by the horns he caught him. 

And he said a Paternoster 

As fast as he could say, 

And made a cross on the Devil's head, 

And bade him to Eome away. 
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Away, away, the Devil flew, 

All through the clear moonlight ; 

I wan-ant, who saw them on their way, 

Ho did not sleep tliat nighL 

Without bridle or saddle or whip or spur, 

Away they go like tte wind ; 

Tlie heads of the Bishop are hanging befoi-e. 

And the tail of the Devil behind, 

Tiiey met a witch, and she hailed tlieni 

As soon as she came within coD r 

" Ave Maria ! " the Bishop exclaimed ; 

It frightened her broomstick, and she got a fall. 

He ran against a shooting star, 

So fast for fear did he sail. 

And he singed the beard of the Bishop 

Against a comet's tail ; 

And he passed between (he horns of the moon, 

"Wilh Aiitidius on his back ; 

And there was an eclipse that night, 

Wliich was not in the almanac. 

The Bishop, just as they set out, 

To tell his beads begun ; 

And he was by the bed of the Pope 

Before the string was done. 

The Pope fell down upon his knees. 
In terror and confusion ; 
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And he confessed the deadly sin, 
And he had ahsolution. 

And all the Popes in bliss that be, 
Sung " Oh, be jojftil ! " then ; 

And all the Popes in biile that be, 

They howled foi" envy then ; 

For they before kept jubilee. 

Expecting hia good company 

Down in the Devil's den. 

But what was this the Pope had done 

To bind his soul to Hell? 

Ah ! that is the mj^l«ry of this wonderful history, 

And I wish that I could tell ! 

But would you know, there you must go ; 

You can easily find the way ; 

It is a broad and a well-known road, 

That is travelled by ntght and by day. 

And you must look in the Deyil's book ; 

You will find one debt that was never paid yet, 

If you search the leaves throughout ; 

And that is the mystery of this woaderftil history, 

Ajid the way to &id it out. 
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GONZALO HEBMIGUEZ. 



Th13 stoiy is related at length by Bcrnntilo de Btito, in his 
" Croiiicn de Cister.," 1. vi, e. 1, where he has praserred also 
part of a poem bj Gonaalo Hemugaez. The verses are said to 
be the oldest in the Portuguese language ; and Brito says there 
were more of them, bnt he thought it sufficient to cite these 
for his pnrpose. If they had been correctly printed, it might 
have bean difBoult to make out Iheir meaning; but, fromalast 
90 corrupted, it is impossible. 



In arma and in anger, in struggle and strife, 

Gonzalo Hermiguea won his wife ; 

He slew the Moor who from the fray 

Was rescuing Falima that day. 

Id vaiD she shrieked ; Gonzalo pressed 

The Moorish prisoner to his breast : 

That breast in iron was arrayed ; 

The gauntlet was bloody that grasped the Maid ; 

Through the beaver-sight hia eye 

Glared fierce and red and wrathfully ; 

And, while he bore the captive away, 

His heart rejoiced, and he blest the day. 

2. 
Under the lemon- walk's odorous shade 
Gonzalu Hermigucz wooed the Maid : 
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The riiigU'ts of liia raven hair 
Waved upon the eveDmg air ; 
And gentle thoughts, that raise a sigh, 
Softened the wan'ior's dark-brown eye, 
When he with passion and sweet song 
Wooed her to forgive the wrong, 
Till she DO more could say him nay ; 
And the Moorish Maiden blest the day 
When Gonzalo bore her a captive away. 

3. 

To the holy Church, with pomp and pride, 
Gonzalo Hermiguea led his bride. 
In the sacred font, that happy day, 
Her stain of sin was washed away: 
There did the Moorish Maiden claim 
Another feith, iuiother name ; 
There, as a Christian convert, plight 
Her faith unto the Christian Knight ; 
And Oriana blest the day 
When Gionzalo bore her a captive away, 

4. 
Of Affonso Henriques' court the pride 
Were Gionzalo Hermiguez and his bride : 
In battle strongest of the strong, 
In peace the master, of the song, 
Gonzalo of all was first in fame ; 
The lovehest she and the happiest dame ; 
But, ready for her heavenly birth, 
She was not leil to fade oa earth ; 
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O ilBliMIGlTEZ. 

In that dread hour, with Heaven iii view, 
The comfort of lier feith she knew, 
And blest on her dealh-bed the day 
"When Gonzalo bore her a captive away. 



Through a long and holy life 

Gonzalo Hermiguez mourned his wife : 

The arms wherewith he won hia bi'ide, 

Sword, shield, and lance, were laid aside ; 

That head which the high-plumed helm had v 

Was now of its tresses shaven and shoi'n : 

A Monk of Alcoba^a he, 

Eminent for sanctity. 

Contented in his humble cell. 

The meekest of the meek, to dwell. 

His business was, by night and day, 

For Oriana'a soul to pray. 

Never day did he let pass 

But scored to her account a Mass ; 

Devoutly for the dear one dead 

With self-inflicted stripes he bled : 

This was Gonzalo'a sole employ, 

This was Gonzalo's only joy; 

Till love, thus purified, became 

A holy, yea, a heavenly flame ; 

And now in Heaven both bless the day 

When he bore (he Moorish captive away. 
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QUEEN ORRACA, 



THE FIVE MAKTYRS OB" MOROCCO. 



1. 

The Priars five have girt their loins, 

Aad taken gtaff in hand ; 
And never shall those Friars again 

Hear Mass in Clu^stian land. 

They went to Queen Orraca, 

To thank lier and bless her then ; 

Aiid Queen OiTuca in tears 
Knelt to the holy men. 

" Three things. Queen Orraca, 

"We prophesy to you : 
Hear ns, in the name of God! 

For time will prove them true: — 
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QUEEN OKEACA AND THE 1:A11TYRS. I 

" In Morocco we must martyred be ; 

Christ hath vouchsafed it thus ; 
We shall shed our blood for Hira 

Who shed his blood for us. 

" To Cojrobra shall our bodies be brought. 

Such being the wiU divine ; 
That Christians may behold and feel 



" And when unto that place of rest 
Oar bodies shall dmw nigh, 

Who sees us first, the King or you, 
That one that night must die. 

" Fare thee well, Queen Orraoa I 
For thy soul a Mass we will say, 

Every day as long as we hve, 
And on thy dying day," 

The Friars they blest her, one by one 
Where she knelt on her knee ; 

And they departed to the land 
Of the Moors beyond the sea. 



" What news, King Affonso ! 

What news of the Friars five? 
Have they preached to the Miramaniolin ? 

And are they still alive ? " 
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"They have fought the fight, O Queen 

They have run the race ; 
In robes of white they hold the pahn 

Before the Throne of Grace. 

" All naked in the sun and air 

Their mangled bodies lie ; 
"Wliat Christian dared to bury them, 

By the bloody Moore would die." 



" "What news, King Affonso ! 

Of the Martyrs five what news? 
Doth the bloody Miramamolin 

Their burial still refuse?" 

" That on a dunghill they should rot, 

The bloody Moor decreed ; 
That their dishonored bodies should 

The dogs and vultures feed. 

" But the thunder of God rolled over them. 
And the lighloiug of God flashed round ; 

Nor thing impure nor man impure 
Could approach the holy ground. 



" A thousand miracles i 

The cruel Pagan's mind : 
Our brother Pedro brings them here, 

In Coimbra to be slmned." 



iiM=^i>,Goot^lc 



QUEEN ORRACA AND THE HART YES. 
4. 

Every altar in Coimbra 

Is dressed for tiie festival day ; 
All the people in Coimbra. 

Are diglit in their richest array ; — 

Every bell in Coimbra 

Doth merrily, merrily ring ; 
The CJei^ and the Knights await 

To go forth with the Queen and the King. 

" Come forth, come forth, Queen Orraca ! 

We make the procession si ay." 
"I beseech thee. King Affonso, 

Go you alone to-day. 

"I have pain in my head this morning, 

I am Ul at heart also : 
Go without me. King Affonso, 

For I am too faint to go." 

" The relics of the Martyrs five 

All maladies can cure ; 
They will requite the charity 

You showed them once, be sure. 

" C/ome forth, then, Queen Orraca ! 

Tou make the procession slay: 
It were a scandal and a sin 

To abide at home lo-day." 
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Upon her palfrey she is set. 

And forward then they go ; 
And over the long bridge ihey pass, 

And up (he long hill wind slow. 

" Prick forwai'd, King Affonso, 

And do not wait for me ; 
To meet them close by Coimbra 

It were diseourtesy. 

" A little while I needs must wait, 

Till this sore pain be gone : 
I wiU proceed the best I can ; 

But do you wid your Knights pi'ick on." 

The King and Lis Knights pricked up the hill 

Faster than before ; 
The King and his Knights have topped the hill. 

And now they are seen no more. 

As the King and his Knights went down the hill, 

A wild boar crossed the way : 
" Follow him ! follow him 1 " cried the King ; 

" We have time by the Queen's delay." 

A-hunting of the boar astray 

Is King Afibnso gone ; 
Slowly, slowly, but straight the while. 

Queen Ori-aea is coming on. 
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QUEEN OEKACA AMD THE IfARTYRS. 3fl7 



And winding now llie train appears 

Between the olive-trees : 
Queen Orraca alighted then, 

And fell upon her knees. 

The Friars of Alanquer came first, 
And next the relies passed : 

Queen Orraca looked to see 

The King and his Knights come last. 

She heai-d the horses tramp behind ; 

At that she turned her face : 
King Affonso and his Knights came up, 

All panting, from the chase, 

" Have pity upon my poor soul, 
Holy Martyi-s five ! " cried she : 

" Holy Mary, Mother of God, 
Vii^in, pray for me ! " 

5. 
That day in Coimbra 

Many a heart was gay ; 
But Ihe heaviest heart in Coimbra 

Was tliat poor Queen's that day. 

The festival is over ; 

The sun hath suak in tlie West; 
All the people in Coimbi'a 

Have betaken themselves to rest. 
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Queen Oreaca's Father Confessor 

At midnight is awake, 
Kneeling at the Martyrs' shrine, 

And praying for her salie. 

Just at the midnight hour, wlien all 
Was still as still could he, 

Into the Church of Santa Cruz 
Came a saintly company. 

All in rohes of russet gray, 
Poorly were they dight; 

Each one givdled with a cord, 
Like a Friar Minorite. 

But from those robes of russet gray 
There flowed a heavenly light ; 

For each one was the blessed soul 
Of a Friar Minorite. 

Brighter than their brethren, 

Among the beautifiil band, 
Five were there who each did hear 

A palm-branch in his hand- 
He who led the brethren, 

A living nian was he ; 
And yet he shone tlie brightest 

Of all the company. 
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QUEEN ORRACA AND 1 

Before the steps of the alfar 

Each one bowed his head ; 
And then with solemn voice they sung 

The Service of the Dead. 

" And who are je, ye blessed Saints ? " 
The Father Confessor said ; 

" And for what happy soid sing ye 
The Service of the Dead ? " 

"These are the souls of our brethren in 

The Mariyrs five are we ; 
And this is our Fnther Francisco, 

Among us bodily. 

" We are come hither to perform 

Our promise to the Queen : 
Go thou to King Affonso, 

And say what thou hast seen." 

There was loud knocking at the door, 
As the heavenly vision fled; 

And the porter called to the Confessor 
To tell him (he Queen was dead. 
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THE OLD WOMAN OF BERKELEY. 

A BALLAD, 



This story ia related by Olaus Magnus, and in the " Nurem- 
berg Clironiole." But William of MoJmeabnry aeeuiB to lia,vo 
bean tho originai authority! KnShehiid the story from on eye- 
witness. " Wlien I shall hate related it," he says, " the 
credit of the murativs will not be shaken, though the minds 
of the hearers should be iiicreduIouB ; for I hB,T6 heard it from 

should Husli to disbelieve." — SAoijje'a William of Malmes- 



The Raven croaked as she sate at her meal, 
And tlie Old Woman knew what he said ; 

And she grew pale at the Raven's talc, 
And sickened, and went to her Led. 

" Now fetch me my children, and fetch them wi 
speed," 

The Old Womaii of Berkeley said ; 
" The Monk my son, and my daughter the !Nun, 

Bid them hasten, or I shall be dead." 
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The Monk her son, and ber daughter flie Nun, 

Their way to Berkeley went; 
And they have brought, willj pious thought, 

The holy sacrament. 

The Old Woman shrieked aa they entered her door ; 

And she cried with a voice of despair, 
" Now take away the sacrament, 

For its presence I cannot bear ! " 

Her lip it trembled with agony ; 

The sweat ran down her brow; 
" I have tortures in store for evermore ; 

But spare me, my children, now ! " 

Away tLey sent the sacrament ; 

The fit it left hei" weak ; 
She looked at her children witi. ghastly eyes. 

And faintly struggled to speak. 

" All kind of sin I have rioted in, 

And the judgment now must be ; 
But I secured my children's souls : 

Oh ! pray, my children, for me ! 

" I have 'nointed myself mth infante' fat ; 

The fiends have been my slaves ; 
From sleeping babes I have sucked the breatli ; 
And, breaking by charms the sleep of death, 

I have called the dead from their graves. 
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1U2 soctthey's POiOLS. 

" Aad tlie Devil will fetch me now in fire, 

My witchcrafts Ifl atone ; 
AncI I, who haye troubled the dead man's gi-avc 

Shall never have rest in my own. 

" Bless, I entreat, my winding-sheet, 

My ehildi-en, I beg of you ; 
And with holy water sprinkle my shroud, 

And sprinkle my coffin too. 

" Ajid let me be cliained in my coffin of stone ; 

And fasten it strong, 1 implore, 
Witb iron bars, and with three chains 

Chain it to the eliureh-floor. 

"Aad blesa tie chains, and sprinkle them ; 

And let fifty Priests stand round. 
Who night and day tlie Mass may say 

Where I lie on the ground, 

" And see that fifty Choristers 

Beside the bier attend me. 
And day and night, by the tapei-s' light, 

With holy hymns defend me, 

" Let the chui'ch-bells all, both great and small, 

Be tolled by night and day. 
To drive from thence the fiends who come 

To bear my body away. 
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THE OLD WO.UAN 

" And ever bave the churcli-doOT barred 

After the even-song ; 
And I beseech you, children dear, 

Let the bars and bolts be strong. 

" And let this be three days and nights, 

My wrefdied coi-pse to save ; 
Till the fourth morning keep me safe, 

And then I may rest in my grave." 

The Old Woman of Berkeley laid her down, 

And her eyes grew deadly dim ; 
Short came her breath, and the struggle of death 

Did loosen eveiy limb. 

They blest the Old Womau's winding-aheet 

With rites and prayers due ; 
With holy water fhey sprinkled her shroud, 

And they sprinkled her coffin too. 

And they chained her in her coffin of atone. 

And with iron barred it down. 
And in the church with three strong chains 

They chamed it to the ground. 

And they blest the chains, and sprinkled them ; 

And fifty Priests stwDd round, 
By night and day the Mass to say 

Where she lay on the ground. 
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llj'l SOUTHEr's POEMS. 

And fifty sacred Choristers 

Beside the bier attend htv, 
Who day and iiighl, by the tapers' light, 

Should with holy hymns defend her. 

To see the Priests and Choristera 

It was a goodly sight, 
Each holding, as Jt were a sta^ 

A taper burning bright. 

And the church-bells all, both grey.t and small, 

Did toll so loud and long ; 
And they have barred tlie eliurcli-door hard. 

After the e 



And tlie first night the tapers' light 

Biii'nt steadily aad clear ; 
But they without a hideous rout 

Of angry fiends eould hear ; — 

A hideous roar at the church-door, 

Lilie a long thunder-peal ; 
And the Priests they prayed, and the Choristers sung 

IjOuder, in fearful zeal. 

Loud tolled the bell ; the Priests prayed well ; 

The tapera they burnt bright : 
The Monli her son, and hei" daughter the Nua, 

They told their beads all night. 
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? BEKKELET. 1( 

The cock he crew ; the Fiends they flew 
From the voice of the morning aw^ ; 

Then undisturbed the Choristers sing, 
Aad the fifty Priests tliey pray ; 

As they had sung and prayed all night, 
They prayed and sung all day. 

The second night the tapers' light 

Burnt dismally and blue, 
And every one saw his neighbor's fece 

Like a dead man's fece to view. 

And yells arid cries without arise, 

That the stoutest heart might shock. 
And a deafening roaring iike a cataract pouring 



The Monk and Nun they told their beads 

As fast as they could tell ; 
And aye as louder grew the noise, 

The fester went the bell. 

Louder and louder the Choristers sung. 

As they trembled more and more ; 
And the Priests, as they prayed to Heaven for aid. 

They smote their breasts full sore. 

The cock he crew ; the Fiends they llew 
From the voice of the morning away; 
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166 southet's poems. 

Tkeu undisturtiecl the Choristers aing, 

And the Mj Priests tJiey pi'ay ; 
As they had sung aud prayed all nighl:. 

They prayed and suag all day. 

The third night came, and the tapers' flame 

A frightful stench did make ; 
And they burnt as though they had been dipped 

In the burning brimstone lalie. 

And the, loud commotion, like the rushing of ocean, 

Grew nnomeatly more and more ; 
And strokes as of a battering-ram 

Did shake the strong church-door. 

The bellmen they for very fear 

Could toll the bell no longer ; 
And still, as louder grew the strokes, 

Their fear it grew the stronger. 

The Monk and Nun forgot their beads ; 

They fell on the gi'ound in dismay ; 
There was not a single Swnt in heaven 

To whom they did not pray. 

And the Choristers' song, which late was so sti-ong, 

Faltered with consternation ; 
For the chureh did rock as an earthquake shock 

Uplifted its foundation. 
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And a sound was Iieavd like the trumpet's blast 

That shall one day wake the dead ; 
The strong diurch-door could bear no raore. 

And the bolts and bars they fled ; — 

And the tapers' light was extJDguished quite ; 

Aud the Choristers faintly sung ; 
And the Priests, dismayed, panted and prayed, 
And on all Saints in heaven for iud 

They called with trembling tongue. 

And in He came with eyes of flame, 

The Devil, to fetch the dead; 
Aud all the church with his presen(« glowed 

Like a fiery furnace red. 

He laid his hand on the iron chains, 
And like flax they mouldered asunder ; 

And the cofirn lid, wliich was barred so fiim. 
He burst with his voice of thunder. 

And he bade the Old Womaa of Berkeley rise. 

And come with her Master away t 
A cold sweat stai-ted on that cold corpse, 

At the voice she was forced to obey. 

She rose on her feet in her winding-sheet; 

Her dead IJesh quivered with fear ; 
And a groan like that whieh the Old Woinan gave 

Never did mortal hear. 
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IG8 souxnEY's roEus. 

Slie followed her Master to tlie church-door : 

There stood a black horse there ; 
His hreath was red like furnace smoke, 

His eyes like a meteor's glare. 

The Devil he flung her on the hoi-se, 

And he leaped up before ; 
And away like the lightning's speed they went, 

And she was seen no more. 

They saw her no more; but hei' cries 
For four miles round they eould hear ; 

And children at rest at their mothers' breast 
Started, and screamed with fear. 

Hebreokd, 1T9S. 
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THE SOEGEOiN'S WARNING. 



Ian subject of this pnrody was suggested by n friend, to 
whom s,]bo I am indebted for some of the atimzuE. 

Bespooting tbe patoDt cofBiis herein mentioned, alter tlie 
manner of Catholic poets, nlio confesE tlie lUitlona they attribute 
to their saints and Deity to be but flotioii, I hereby declara that 
it is by no menus my design to depreciate thut uscllil inveiitiau ; 
and all persons to whom this ballad shell come are requested to 
take notice, that nothing herein asserted coucsrtiing the afore- 
said eofflns is true, except Oiiit the miiker and patentee lives 
by St. Martin's Lane. 



The Doctor whispered to. the Nurse, 
Aod the Surgeon knew what he said; 

And he grew pale at the Doctor's tale. 
And trembled in his sick bed. 

" Now fetch me my brethren, and i'etch them with 
The Surgeon affrighted said ; [speed," 

" The Parson and tlie Undertaker, 
Let them hasten, or I shall be dead." 

The Parson and the Undertaker 

They hastily came eomplj-ing. 
And the Surgeon's Prentices ran up stairs 

When they heard that their master was dying. 
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The Prentices all they entered the room, 

By one, by two, by three ; 
With a sly griii came Joseph in. 

First of the company. 

The Sui'geon swore, as tliey entered his door, — 
'Twas fearful his oaths to hear, — ■ 

'• Now send these scoundrels out of my sight, 
I beseech ye, my bi-ethren dear ! " 

He foamed at the mouth with the rage he felt, 
And he wrinkled his black eyebrow : 

" Tliat rascal Joe would be at me, I know ; 
But, zounds, let him spare me now ! " 

Then out they sent the Prentices ; 

The fit it left him weak ; 
He looked at his brothers with ghastly eyes, 

And faintly stru^led to speak. 



" All kinds of carcasses I have cut up, 

And now my turn will be : 
But, brothers, I took care of you ; 

So, pray, take care of me. 

" I ha^e made candles of dead men's fat 
The sextons iiave been my slaves ; 

I have bottled babes unborn, and dried 
Hearts and Uvers from rifled graves. 
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THE surgeon's wauning. 1' 

"And. my Prentjcoa now will surely come, 

Aad carve me bone from boue ; 
And I, who liave rifled the dead man's grave, 

SliaU never have rest in my own, 

" Bury me in lead when I am dead, 

My brefliren, I entj'eat ; 
And see the coffin weighed, I beg, 

Lest the plumber should be a cheat. 

" And let it be soldered closely down, 
Strong as strong can be, I implore ; 

And pat it in a patent coffln, 
That I may rise no more. 

" E" they cany me off in the patent coffin, 

Their labor will be in vahi: 
Let the Underfakei- see it bought of the maker, 

Who lives by St. Martin's Lane. 

" And bury me in my brother's church. 

For that will safer be; 
And, I imploi-e, lock the church-door, 

And, pray, take care of the key. 

" And aii night long let three stout men 

The vestry watch within ; 
To each man give a gallon of beer, 

And a keg of Holland's gin ; — 
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" Powder and ball, and blunderbuss, 

TosavemeifLecau, 
And eke live guineas if he shoot 

A reaurreetion-raan. 

" And let them watuh me for three weeks, 

My wretched corpse to save ; 
For then I think that I may stink 

Enough to rest ill my grave," 

The Surgeon laid him down in his bed ; 

His eyes gi-ew deadly dim ; 
Short came hia breath, and the struggle of death 

Did loosen every limb. 

They put him in lead when he was dead ; 

And, with precaution meet. 
First they the leaden coffin weigh. 

Lest the plumber should be a eheat. 

They had it soldered closely down, 

And examined it o'er and o'er; 
And they put it in a patent coffin, 

That he might rise no more. 

For to carry him off in a patent coffin 

"Wbnld, they thought, be but labor in vain ; 

So the Undertaker saw it bought of the maker. 
Who lives by St~ Martin's Lane. 
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la his brother's church they buried him, 

That safer he might be ; 
They looked the door, and would not trust 

The Sexton with the key. 

And three men in the vestry watch 

To save him if they can ; 
And, should he come there, to shoot thoy sw 

A resurreetion-man. 

And the first night, by iantei'n-light, 
Through the churchyard as tliey went, ■ 

A guinea of gold the Sexton showed, 
That Mister Joseph seiiL 



tough : it was not enough ; 
Aud their honesty never swerved ; 
And they bade him go, with Mister Joe, 
To the Devil, as he deserved. 

So aU night long, by the vestry fire. 

They quaffed their gin and ale ; 
Aud they did drink, as you may think, 

And told full many a tale. 

The cock he crew, cock-a-doodle-doo ! 

" Fast five I " the watchmen said : 
And they went away ; for, while it was day, 

They might safely leave the dead. 
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The aecoiid night, by lanteru-light, 
Through the churchyard as they went. 

He whispered awew, and showed thein two, 
That Mister Joseph sent. 

The guineas were bright, and attracted theii' sight, 

They looked so heavy and new ; 
And their fingei-s itched as they were bewitched, 

And they knew not what to do. 



But they wavered not long, for conscience was strong, 
And they thought they might got more ; 

And they refused tlie gold, but not 
So rudely as before. 

So all night long, by the vestry five, 

They quaffed their gin and ale ; 
And they did dfink, as yon may think. 

And told full many a tale. 

The third night, as, by lantern -light, 

Through the churchyard they went, 
He bade them see, and showed them three, 

That Mister Joseph sent. 

They looked askance with greedy glance ; 

The guineas fhey shone bright; 
For the Sexton on the yellow gold 

Let fell his lantern-light. 
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And he looked sly with Ms roguish eye, 

And gave a well-limed wink ; 
And they could uot stand the sound ia hia hand, 

For he made the guineas ehink. 

And conscience, late that had suuh weight, 

All in a moment f^ls ; 
For well they knew that it was true 

A dead man tells no tales. 

And they gave all their powder and hall. 

And took (he gold so bright ; 
And Ihey drank tlieir heer, and made good cheer, 

I'ill now it was midnight. 

Then, though the key of the church-door 
Was left with the Parson his brother, 

It opened at the Sexton's tonch, — 
Because he had another. 

And in &sy go, with that villain Joe, 

To fetch the body by night ; 
And all the church looked dismally 

By his dark-lantern light. 

They laid tlie piekaxe to the stones. 
And they moved theih soon asunder; 

They shovelled away the hard-pressed clay, 
And came to the coffin under. 



iiM=^i>,Goot^lc 



176 southky's roEMS. 

TUey burst the patent cofRii first, 
And they cut tlirougb the lead ; 
And they laughed aloud when tliey sa 
e they had got at the dead. 



And they allowed the Sexton the shroud, 

And they put the coffin back ; 
And nose and knees they then did squeeze 

The Surgeon in a sack. 

The watchmen, as they paaaed along, 
E^ill foui" yai'ds off could smell. 

And A curse bestowed upon the load 
So disagreeable. 

So they carried the sack a-pick-a-bacfc, 
And they carved him bone from bone ; 

But what became of the Surgeon's aoul' 
Was never to mortal known. 

ffiarenm, 1798. 
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HENEY THE HEEMIT. 



It was a little island where be dwelt, 

A solitary islet, bleai and bare ; 

Short, scanty herbage spotting with dark spots 

Its gray stone surface. Never mariner 

Approached that rude and uninviting coast, 

Mbr ever fisherman his lonely bark 

Anchored beside its shore. It was a place 

Befitting well a rigid anchoret. 

Dead to the hopes and vanities and joys 

And purposes of life. And be bad dwelt 

Many long years upon that lonely isle ; 

For in ripe manhood he abandoned arms, 

Honors and friends and country, and the world, 

And had grown old in solitude. That isle 

Some solitary man, in other times, 

Had made his dwelHog-place ; and Henry found 

The little chapel wlueh his toil had built 

Now by the atorma unroofed, his bed of leaves 

"Wind-scattered, and his grave o'ergrown. with grass, 

And thistles, whose white seeds there winged in vain, 
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Witherecl on rocks, or in the waves were lost. 
So lie repaired the chapel's i-uined roof, 
Cleared the gray lichen from the aJtav-stone, 
And, underneath a i-ock that sheltei-ed him 
From the sea-hlast, he built his hermitage. 

The peasants from the shore would bring him food, 
And beg his prayers ; but human con¥ei-se else 
He knew not in that utter solitude; 
Nor ever visited the haunts of men, 
Save when some sinful wretch on a sick bed 
Implored his blessing and his md in death. 
That summons he delayed not to obey, 
Though the night-tempeit or autumnal wind 
Maddened the waves ; and though the mariner, 
Albeit relying on his saintly load, 
Grew pale to see the periL Thus he lived 
A most austere and self-denying man, 
Till abstinence and age and watchflilness 
Had worn him down, and it was pain at last 
To rise at midnight from his bed of leaves, 
And bend his Imees in prayer. Tet not the less, 
Though with reluctance of infii'mity. 
Rose iie at midnight from his bed of leaves, 
And bent his knees in prayer; but with more zeal. 
More self-condemning fervor, raised his voice. 
Imploring pardon for the natural sin 
Of that I'eluctance, till the atoning prayer 
Had satisfied his heart, and given it peace. 
And the repented fault became a joy. 
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One night, upon the shore his chapel-heU 
Was heai-d : the ^r was calm, and its far sounds 
Over the water came, distinct and loud. 
Alarmed, at that unsual hour, to hear 
Ilfl toll irregular, a monk arose, 
And crossed to the island-chap el. On a stone 
Henry was sitting there, dead, cold, and slifF, 
The beli-rope in his hand, and at his feet 
The lamp,* that streamed a long, unsteady light 
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SOUTH ey's poems. 



ST. GUALEEETO. 



MiLTOM has itinile tlie ncme of Yalliunbcosa fnmiliRr to Eng- 
lish, readers ; few of whom, nnleas thoy hfive viaited the spot, ■ 
know that it is Uio chief aaat of a. i-ali^ons order founded bj- 
St. Ciualbeiio. A pfissfige in one of Miss Seward's early letters 
shows how well Miltoii hod obaerred the peculiur feature of 
its autumoal sceoery. " 1 have hesrd my fiither sny, that, 
■when he was in Italy with Lord Charles Fitzroy, they tm- 
vslled through Vnllumhrosa in autumn, after the leaves had 
hegun to Ml ; and tJiat their guide was obliged to Iry what 
was land, and wliat water, by pushing a long pole before 
him, which be carried in liis hand, the vale being ao very irri- 
guons, find the leaves bo totally covering the surface of the 
stresiDs."— Poetical Works of Anne Seward, mlh Ikclrade from 
ier lAlerary Oiri-eapondence, vol. i. p. Ixxxvi. 



The work is clone ; the fabric' is complete ; 

Distinct the Traveller sees its distant tower, 
Tet, ere liis steps attain the saci-ed seat. 

Must toil for many a league and many an hour. 
Elate the Abbot se«3 the pile, and knows, 
Stateliest of convents now, his new Moscera rose. 
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2. 

Long were the tale that told Moscera's pride, 
Its columns' clustered strength and iofty state, 

How many a saint bedecked its sculptured side ; 
Wliat intersecting ai-ches graced its gate ; 

lis towers how high, its massy walls how strong : 
These fairly to describe were sure a tedious song. 



Yet, while the fane rose slowly from the ground, 
But little store of charity, I ween. 

The passing pilgrim at Moscera found ; 
And often there the mendicant was seen 

Hopeless to turn him from the convent-door. 
Because this costly work still kept the brefhrea poor. 

4. 
Now al! is finished, and from every side , 

They flock to view the fabric, young and old ; 
Who now can tell Rodulfo's secret pride, 

Wheo, on the sabbath day, his eyes behold 

The multitudes that crowd his church's floor, — 

Some sure to serve their God, to see Moscera more ? 

5. 

So chanced it that Gualberto passed that way, 
Since s^nted for a life of saintly deeds : 

He paused the new-reared convent to sui'vey. 
And, o'er the structure whilst his eye proceeds. 

Sorrowed, as one whose holier feelings deem 
That ill so proud a pile did humble moaks beseem. 
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6. 
Him, musing as lie stood, Eodulfo saw, 

And forth he came to greet the holy guest : 
For him he knew as one who held the law 
'■ Of Benedict, and each severe behest 
So duly kept with such religious care, [piayei'. 
That Pleaven had oft vouchsafed its wonders to his 

7. 
" Good brother, welcome ! " thus Eodulfo cries ; 

" In sooth it glads me to behold you here : 
It is Gimlberto I and mine aged eyes 

Did not deceive me ; yet full many a year 
Hath slipped away since last you bade farewell 
To me your host and my uncomfortable cell. 

8. 
" "Twas but a sorry welcome then you found, 

And such as suited ill a guest so dear ; 
The pile was ruinous, the base unsound : 

It gkds me more to bid you welcome here ; 
For you can call to mind our former state. 
Come, brother, pass with me the new Moscera's gate." 



So spake the cheerful Abbot ; but no smile 
Of answering joy relaxed Gualberto's brow: 

He raised his hand, and pointed to the pile, — 
" Moscera better pleased me then than now ; 

A palace this, befitting kingly pride 1 
"Will holiness, my fi'iend, in palace pomp abide ? " 
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10. 

" Ay," cvies Rodulfo, " 'tis a stately place 1 

And pomp becomes the House of Worship well. 
Nay, scowl not round with so severe a face ! 

When earthly kings in seats of grandeur dwell, 

Where art exhausted decks the sumptuous hall, 

Can poor and sordid huts beseem the Lord of all ? " 



" Aiid ye liave reared these stately towers on high 
To serve your GJod ? " the Monk severe replied ; 

" It rose from zeal and earnest piety, 

And prompted by no worldly tlioughts beside ? 

Abbot, to him. who prays with soul sincere. 
However poor the cell, Gfod will incline his ear. 

12. 

" Rodulfo ! while this haughty building rose, 
Still was the pilgi-im welcome at your door ? 

Did charity relieve the orphan's woes ? 

Clothed ye the naked ? did ye feed the poor ? 

He who with arms most succors the distressed, 
Proud Abbot! know he serves Ms heavenly Father 

13. 
"Did they in sumptuous palaces go dwell 

Who first abandoned aU to serve the Lord ? 
Their place of worship was the desert cell ; 

Wild fi-ui ts and berries spread their frugal board ; 
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And if a brook, like this, ran murmuring by, 
They blest their gracious Glod, and ' thought it 
luxury.' " 

14. 

Then anger darkened in Eodulfo'a face : 

" Enough of preaching I " sharply he replied s 

" Thou art grown ecvious ; 'tis a common case ; 
Humility is made Ihe cloak of pride. 

Proud of ouf home's magnificence ai'e we ; 
But thou art far more proud in rags and beggary." 

15. 

With that Gaalberto cried in fervent tone, 

" Father, hear me ! If this costly pile 
Was for thine honor reared, and thine alone. 

Bless it, Father, with thy fostering smile I 
Still may it stand, and never evil know, 
Ijong as beside its walls the endless slreara. shall 
flow! 

16. 
" But, Lord, if vain and worldly-minded men 
Have wasted here the wealth, which thou hast 

To pamper worldly pride, fi-own on it then ! 

Soon be thy vengeance manifestly sent ! 
Let yonder brook, that gently flows beside. 
Now from its base sweep down the unholy house of 
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17. 
He said ; and, lo, the brook no longer flows ! 

The waters pause, and now they swell on high ; 
Erect in one collected heap they rose ; 

The affrighted brethren from Moscera fly, 

And upon all the Saiats in Heaven they call 

To save them in their flight from that impending fall. 

18. 
Down the heaped waters came, and, with a sound 

Like thunder, overthrowa the fabric falls ; 
Swept far and wide, its fi-^iments strew the ground ; 
Prone he its columns now, its high-arched walls ; 
Earth shakes beneatli the onward-rolUng tide, 
That from its base swept down the imholy house of 



Were oM Gualberto's i-easons built on truth. 
Dear George ! or, like Moscera's base, unsound ? 

This sure I know, that glad am- 1, in sooth. 
He only played his pranks on foreign ground ; 

For, liad he turned the stream on England too, 
The Vandal Monk had spoilt full many agoodly view. 

20. 
Then Malmesbiiry's arch had never met my sight, 

Nor Battle's vast and venerable pile ; 
I had not traversed then with such delight 

The haUowcd ruins of our Alfred's isle. 
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Where many a pilgrnn'a curse ia well bestowed 
On those who rob its walls to mend the tumpiie 



Weils would have fallen, dear Gteorge ! our coun- 
try's pride ; 
And Canning's stately church been reared in 

Nor had the IvaTcllec Ely's tower descried, 

Which when thon seest fiir o'er the fenny plain, 
Dear George ! I counsel thee to turn that way ; 
Its ancient beauties sure wiU well reward delay. 



And we should never then have heard, I think. 

At evening hour, great Tom's tremendous kneU ; 
The fountain-streams, that now in Christ Church 

Had Kiagara'd o'er the quadrangle ; 
But, as 'twas beauty that deserved the flood, 
I ween, dear Gieoi^e ! thy own old Pompey might 
have stood, 

23. 
Then had not Westminster, the house of Giod, 

Served for a concert-room or signal-post ; 
Old Thames, obedient lo the father's nod. 

Had swept down Greenwich, England's noblest 
boast; 
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And, eager to destroy tlie UDholy walls, 
Fleet Ditch Lad rolled up hill to ovenvlielm St, 
Paul's. 

24. 
George, dost tliou deem the legendary deeds 

Of saints like this but rubbish, a mere store 

Of trash, that he flings time away who reads ? 

And wouldat thou rather bid me puzzle o'er 

Matter aad Miad, and all the eternal round, 

Plunged headlong down the dark and fathomless 

profound ? 

25. 
Now do 1 bless tlie man who undei'took 

These Moalfs and Martyrs to biographize j 
And loye to ponder o'er his ponderous book, 
The mingle-mangle mass of truth and lies, 
Where waking fancies mixed wilJi dreams appear. 
And bhnd and honest zeal, and holy faith sincere. 

26. 
All is not truth ; and yet, methinks, 'twere hard 

Of wilful fraud such fablers to accuse : 
What if a Monk, from better themes debarred, 

Should for an ediiying story choose 
How some great Saint the Flesh and Fiend o'er- 



r, and not his conscience, i 



blar 



iiM=^i>,Goot^lc 



27. 
No fault of ins, if what he thus designed, 
Like pious novels for the use of youtli, 
Obtained such hold upon the simple mind 

That was received at length for gospel-truth. 
A fair account ! and ehouldst thou like the plea, 
Thank thou our valued fi'iend, deiir George ! ivho 
taught it me. 

28. 
All is not false which seems at first a lie. 

Fernan Antolinea, a Spamsh knight, 
Knelt at the Mass, when, lo ! the troops hard by 

Before the expected lioup began the fight. 
Though courage, duty, honor, summoned there. 
He chose to forfeit all, not leave the unfinished 
prayer, 

29. 
But, while devoutly thus the unarmdd knight 

Waits till the holy service should be o'er. 
Even then the foremost in the furious fight 

Was he beheld to bathe his sword in gore ; 
First in the van his plumes were seen to play, 
And all to him decreed the glory of the day. 

30. 
The truth is fold, and men at once exclaim, 
" Heaven had his Guardian Angel deigned to 

And thus the tale is handed down to fame. 
Now, if our good Sir Feman had a friend 
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Who in this critical season seized Lini well. 
Dear George! (he tale is true, and yet no miracle. 

SI. 

I am not one who scan with scornful eyes 

The dreams which make the enthusiast's best 
delight ; 
Nor thou the legendary lore despise, 
If of Gualberto yet agaia I write, 
How first impelled he sought the conTCnt cell ; 
A simple tale it is, hut one that pleased me well. 



Fortune had smiled upon Gualberto's birlh, 

The heir of Valdespesa's rich domains ; 

An only child, he grew in years and wortli, 

And well repaid a lather's ajixious pmns. 

In many a field that father had been tried, 

Well for his valor known, and not less known for 

pride. 

33. 
It chanced that oae in kindred near allied 

Was slain by his hereditary foe ; 
Much by his sorrow moved, and more by pride, 
The father vowed that blood for blood should 

And, from his youth, Gualberto had been taught 
That with unceasing hale should just revenge bo 
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34. 

Long did they wait; at length the tidings came 

That, through, a lone and unfi-equented way, 

Sooa would Anaehijo — such the niurderer'a 

Pass on his joHiiiey home, an easy prey. 
" Go," said the father, " meet him in the wood ! " 
And young Gualherto went, aad laid in wmt for blood. 

35. 
When now the youth was at the forest shade 
Arriyed, it drew toward the close of day r 
Anselmo haply might be long delayed ; 

And he, already wearied with his way. 
Beneath an ancient oak his limbs Mclined, 
And thougJits of near revenge alone possessed his 

36. 
Slow sunk tlie glorious sun ; a roseate light 

Spread o'ei- the forest from his lingering rays ; 
The gloiving clouds upon Gualberto's sight 

Softened hi shade, — he coidd not choose but 

And now a placid grayness clad the heaven. 
Save where the west retained the last green light 



Cool breathed the gi-ateful aiv, and fresher n 
The fragrance of the autumnal leaves ai'o 
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The passing gale scarce moved the o'erhanging 
bough, 
And not a sound disturbed the deep repose, 
Save when a falling leaf came fluttering by, 
Save the near bTOoklet's stream that murmured 
quietly. 

38. 
Is there who has not felt the deep delight, 

The hush of soul, that scenes like these impart ? 
The heart they wili not soften is not right; 

And young Gualberfo was not hard of heart. 
Tet sure he thinks revenge becomes him. well, 
When from a neighboring eliurch lie heard the 
vesper-bell. 



The Eomanist wlio heai's that vesper-beU, 

Howe'er employed, must send a prayer to 
Heaven. 
In foreign lands, I liked the custom well ; 

For with tlie cahn and sober thoughts of even 
It well accords ; and wert thou journeying there, 
It would not hart thee, George ! to join that vesper- 
prayer. 

40. 
Gnalberto had been duly taught to hold 

All pious customs with rehgious care ; 
And (for the young man's feelings were not cold) 

He never yet had missed his vesper-prayer. 
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But strange misgivings now Lis heart invade ; 
And, when the yesper-bell had ceased, he had not 
prayed. 

41. 
And wherefore was it lliat he had not prayed? 

The sudden doubt arose within liis mind, 
And many a former precept then he weighed, 

The words of Him who died to save manlsind ; 

How 'twaa the meek who should inherit Heaven, 

And man must man forgive, if lie would be for- 

42. 
Troubled at heai-f, almost he felt a hope 

That yet some chance his victim might delay. 
So, as he mused, adown the neighboring slope 

He saw a lonely traveller on his way ; 
Aad now he knows the man so much abhorred, — 
His holier thoughts are gone, he bares the murder- 
ons swoi-d. 

43. 
'■' The house of Valdespesa gives the blow ! 

Go, and our vengeance to our kinsman tell ! " 
Despair and terror seized the unarmed foe, 

And prostrate at the young man's knees he fell. 
And stopped his hand, and cried, "Oh, do not 

A wretched sinner's life ! mercy, for Jesus' sake ! " 
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44. 
At tJiat most blessed name, as at a spell, 

Conscience, the power within him, smote his 

His hand, for murder raised, unharming fell ; 

He felt cold aweat-dK>pa on his forehead start ; 
A moment mute in holy horror stood, 
Then cried, " Joy, joy, m.y God ! I have not shed his 

45. 
He raised Anselmo up, and bade him live. 

And bJess, for both preserved, that holy name ; 
And prayed the astonished foeman to forgive 
The bloody purpose led by which, he came. 
Then to the neighboring church he sped away. 
His overburdened soul before his God to lay. 

46. 
He ran with breathless speed, — he reached the 

With rapid tlirobs his feverish pulses swell ; — 
He came to crave for pardon, to adore 

For grace vouchsafed ; before tbe cross be fell, 
And raised liis swimming eyes, and thought that 

He saw the imaged Christ smile favoring on hia 
prayer. 
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47. 
A blest illusion ! from that very night 

The Monk's aus(erest life devout he led ; 
And stili he felt the enthusiast's deep delight, 

Sei^phie vkIous floated round his head ; 

The joys of heaven foretasted filled his soul, 

And still the good man's name adorns the sainted roll. 

Westbdey, 1799. 
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THE MAE.GH TO MOSCOW. 



The Emperor Nap lie would set off 

On a aumnier excursion to Moscow : 

The fields were gi'een, and the sky was blue, 

Morbleu! Parbleu! 

What a pleasant excursion to Moscow ! 



Four hundred thousand men and more 

Must go with him to Moscow : 

There were Marshals by the dozen. 

And Dukes by the score ; 

Princes a few, and Kings one or two. 

While the fields are so green, and the sky so l 

Morbleu ! Parbleu I 

What a pleasant excursion to Moscow ! 



There ivas Junot and Augereau, 

Heigh.-ho for Moscow ! 
Dombrowsky and Poniatowsky, 
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Marshal Ney, lack-a-day ! 

General JEiapp, and the Emperor Nap ; 

Noihing would do, 

"While the fields were so green, and the sky so blue, 

Morbleti ! Parbleu ! 

Nothing would do 

For flie whole of tliis crew, 

But tliey must be marching to Moscow, 



The Empei-or Nap he talked so big 

That he frightened Mr. Eoseoe. 

" John Bull," he cries, " if you'll be wise, 

Ask the Emperor Nap if he will please 

To grant you peace, upon your knees, 

Because he is going to Moscow I 

Hell mate all the Poles come out of (heir holes, 

And beat the Russians, and eat the Prussians ; 

For the fields are green, and the sky is blue, 

Morbleu! Parbleu! 

And he'll certainly march to Moscow ! " 

5. 

And Counsellor Brougham, was all in a fume 

At tlie thought of the march to Moscow : 

" The Russians," he said, " they were undone, 

And the great Fee-Fa w-Fnm 

Would presently come, 

With a hop, step, and jump, unto London ; 

For, as for his conquering Russia, 
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However some persona might scoff it, 

Do it he could, smd do it he would, 

And from doing it nothing would come but good. 

And nothing could call hhn off it." 
Mr. Jeffrey said so, who must ceitainly know ; 

For he was the Edinburgh Prophet. 
They all of (hem knew Mr. Jeffrey's " Review," 

Which with Holy Writ ought to be reckoned: 

It was, through thick and thin, to its party true ; 

Its back was buff, and its sides were blue, 

Morbleul Parbleu! 

It served them for Law, and for Gospel two. 



But the Russians stoutly they turaed to 

Upon the road to Moscow. 

Nap had lo flght his way all through ; 

They could light, though (hey could not parlez-voua. 

But the fields were green, and the sky was blue, 

- Morbleu ! Parbleu ! 

And so he got to Moscow. 

7. 
He found the place too warm for him. 

For they set fire to Moscow. 

To get there had cost him much ado ; 

And then no better course he knew, 

While the fields were green, and (he sky was blue, 

Morbleu ! Parbleu ! 

But to march back again fi'om Moscow. 
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Tiie Russians they stuck close to him 

All on the road from Moscow. 

There was Tormazow and Jemalow, 

And all the others that end ia " ow ; " 

Milarodovitch and Jaladoyitoh 

And Karatschkowitch, 

And all the others that end in " itch ; " 

SchamschefF, Souchoaaneff, 

And ScIiepalefF, 

And all the others that end in " eff ; " 

Wasiltschikoff, KostomarofF, 

And Tchoglokoff, 

And all the ofhei-3 that end in "off;" 

Rajeftsky and ^C 

And Eiei&ky, 
And all the othei^ that end ii 

Oacharoffsky and I 
And all the others that end in "oftsky," 

And Platoff he played them off, 

And Shouvaloff he shovelled them off, 

And Markoff he marked them off, 

And Krosnoff he crossed them off, 

And Tuchkoff he touched them off, 

And Boroskoff he hored them off. 

And Kutousoff he cut them off. 

And Parenzoff he pared them off, 

And Worronzoff he woM'ied them off, 

And Doetoroff he doctored them off, 

And Eodionoff he flogged (hem off. 
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Aud last of all an Admiral came, 

A terrible man with a terrible name, — 

A name which you all know by siglit very well j 

Bnt which no one can sjieak, and no one can spell. 

They, stuck close to Nap with all their might ; 

They were on tiie left and on the right, 

Behmd and before, and by day and by night ; 

He would rather parlez-vous than light : 

But he looked white, and he looked blue, 

Morbleu! Parbleu! 

When parlez-vous no more would do, 

For they remembered Moscow. 

9- 

And then came on the frost and snow, 

AH on the road from Moscow, 

The wind and the weather he found, in that hour, 

Cared nothing for him, nor for all tis power ; 

For him who, while Europe ci'ouehed under his rod. 

Put his trust in his Fortune, and not in his God. 

Worse and worse every day the elements grew, 

The fields were so white, and tlie sky so blue, 

Sacrebleu ! Ventrebleu I 

What a horrible journey from Moscow ! 

10. 

What then thought the Emperor Nap 

Upon the i-oad from Moscow ? 

Why, I weon he thought it small delight 

To fight all day, and to freeze all night; 

And he was besides in a very great fright, 
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For a whole skin he liked to be in ; 

And so, not knowing what eiae to do, 

Wiicu the fields were so white, and the sky so bliu 

Morbleu! Parbleul 

He stole away — I tell joa true — 

Upon the road from Moscow, 

" 'Tis myself," quoth he, " I must mind most ; 

So the Devil may take tlie hindmost." 

11. 

Too cold upon the road was he, 

Too Lot had he been at Moscow ; 

But colder and hotter he may be. 

For the grave ia eolder than Muscovy ; 

And a place there is to be kept in view, 

Wliere the fire is red, and the brimstone blue, 

Morbleu ! Parbleu ! 

Which he must go to, 

If the Pope say true, 

If he does not in time look about him ; 

Where his namesake almost 

He may have for his Host j 

He iias reckoned too long without him. 

If tliat Host get him in Piu'gatory, 

He won't leave him there alone with his glory; 

But there he must stay for a very long day, 

For from theoce there is no stealing away. 

As there was on the road from Moscow. 

Kkswict, 1813. 



iiM=^i>,GoOt^lc 



BBOUGH BELLS. 



" Thb church at Brough is a pretty large, handsome, nnoient 
buiMing. The steeple is not so oM, having been built about 
tlio year 1513, under the direction of Thomna Blenkinsop, of 
Helbeok, Esq. There aie in it four excellent bells, by ninoh 
the largest in the ooniity, except the great bell at Ekkby Thora. 
Concerning these bells at Brough, there is a tradition that they 
were given by one Bmnskill, who lived upon Slanetnore, in the 
remotest part of the parish, and had a great many cattle. One 
time it happened that his bull fell a-bellowing, which hi the 
dialect of the country is called craning, this being the gonnine 
Saxon word to denote that vociferation. Thereupon he said 
to one of his neighbors, ' Hearest thou how lond this bull 
cranes? If these cattle should all crrnie t^^ther, might they 
not be beard from Brough hither? ' He answered, ' Yea.' — 
' Well, then,' aaya Brunskill, ' I'll make them nil oruue together.' 
And lie sold them all, and with the piice thereof he bought 
the siud bells (or perhaps he might get the old bells new 
cost ajid laaAe larger). Thare is a monument in the body 
of the church, in the south wall, between the highest and second 
window, and in wliich it is said tlie said Branskill was the last 
that WDS interred." — Mco&on a«d Biirn'a ^alory'and A«liqailiei 
of WatiiitOFEbiaid and QtaabefUttidj vol. i. p. 571. 



One day to Helbeck I had strolled, 
Among the Crossfell Hills, 

And, resting in the rocky grove, 
Sat listening to the rills, — 
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The while to their sweet undersong 

The birds sang blitlie around. 
And the soft west wind awoke Ihe wood 

To an intermitting sound. 

Louder or fainter, as it rose 

Or died away, was borne 
The harmony of merry bells, 

From Erough, that pleasant mom. 

" Why are tie merry beUa of Brougli, 

My friend, so few," said I ; 
" They diaappoiat the expectant ear, 

Which they should gratify, 

" One, two, three, four ; one, two, three, four ; 

'Tis still one, two, three, four : 
Mellow and eilveiy are the tones ; 

But I wish tie bells were more 1 " 

" What ! art thoa critical ? " quoth he ; 

" Eschew that Jieart's disease 
That seeketh for displeasure where 

The intent hath been to please. 

" By those four beUs (here hangs a tale, 

Which being told, I guess, 
Will make thee hear their scanty peal 

With proper thankfulness. 
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" Not by the Cliffords wei-e they ^ven, 

Nor by the Tuftons' line ; 
Thou hearest in that peal the erune 

Of old John Brunskill's kine. 



" On Stanemore's side, 

John Erunskill sate to see 
His hei-ds in yonder Eorrodale 

Come winding up the lea. 

" Behind them, on the lowland's verge, 
In the evening light serene, 

Brough's silent tower, then newly built 
By Blenkinaop, was seen. 

" Slowly they came in long array, 
With loitering pace at will ; 

At times a low fium them was heard, 
Far off, for all was still. 

" The hills returned that lonely sound 

Upon the tranquil air : 
The only sound it was which then 

Awoke the echoes there. 

" ' Thou hear'st that lordly bull of mine. 
Neighbor,' quoth Brungkill then: 

' How loudly to the hilla he crunes. 
That crune to him again ! 
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" ' Thint'st thou if yon whole herd at once 

Their voicea sliould combine, 
Were they at Brongh, that we might not 
Hear plainly from this upland spot 

That cruning of the kine ? ' 

" ' That were a. crune, indeed,' replied 

Hia comrade, ' whicli, I ween. 
Might at the Spital weU be heard, 

And in all dales between. 

" ' Up Itallerstang to Eden's springs, 
The eastern wind upon its wings 

The mighty voice would bear ; 
And Appleby would hear the sound, 

Methinks, when skies are fair.' 

"' Then shall the herd,' John Brunskill cried, 
' From yon dumb steeple crune ; 

And thou and I, on this liillside, 
Will listen to their tune. 

"'So, while the merry Bells of Broitgh 

For many an age ring on, 
John BninskiU will remembered be, 

When he is dead and gone, — 

" ' As one who, in his latter years, 

Contented with enough, 
Gave freely what he well could spare 

To buy the Bells of Brough.' 
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" Thus it hath proved : tliree hundred years 

Since then have passed away, 
And Evunskill's is a living name 

Among us to this day." 

"More pleasure," I replied, "shall I 

From this time forth partake, 
When I remember Helbeck woods, 

For old John Brunsldll's sake. 

" He knew how wholesome it would be, 

Among these wild, wide fells 
And upland vales, to catch, at times. 

The sound of Christian bells ; — 

" What feelings and what impulses 

Their cadence might convey 
To herdsman or to shepherd-boy, 
Whiling in indolent employ 

The solitary day ; — 

"That, when his brethi-en were convened 

To meet for social prayer, 
He too, admonished by the call, 

In spirit might be there ; — - 

"Or when a glad thanksgiving sound, 

Upon the winds of Heaven, 
Was sent to speak a Nation's joy, 

For some great blessing given, — 
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" For victory by sea or land, 

And happy peace at length ; 
Peace by liis country's valor won, 

And stablished by her strength ; — 

" When such exultant peals were borne 

Upon the mountain mr, 
The sound should stir his blood, and give 

An English impulse there." 

Such thoughts were in the old man's mind, 
When he that eve looked down 

From Stanemore'a side oa Eorrodale, 
And oa the distant town. 

And had I store of wealth, methinks, 

Another herd of kine, 
John Brunskill, I would freely give, 

That fiey might crune with thine. 
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The fiwt wish of Queen Maiys heart 

Is tbat she may bear -a son. 
Who shall inherit in his time 

The kingdom of Aragon. 

She hafh put up pmyers to all the Saints 

This blessing to accord, 
But chiefly she hath called upon 

The Apostles of our Lord. 

Tlie second wish of Queen Mary's heai-t 
Is to ha¥e that son called James, 

Because she thought for a Spanish King 
'Twas the best of all good names. 

To give him this name of her own will 

Is what may not be done ; 
For, having applied to all the Twelve, 

She may not prefer the one. 
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By one of tluiii' names aiie Latli vowed to call 

Her son, if son it should be ; 
But which, is a point whereon she must let 

The Apostles themselves agree. 

Already Queen Mary hath to them 

Contracted a grateful debt ; 
And from their patronage she hoped 

For these further blessings yet. 

Alas ! it was not her hap to be 

As handsome as she was good ; 
And that her husband King Pedro thought so, 

She very well understood. 

She had lost him from her lawful bed 

For Jack of personal graeea ; 
And by prayers to them, and a pious deceit, 

She had compassed his embraces. 

But, if this hope of a son should fiiil, 

All hope must fail with it then ; 
For she LOuId not expect by a second device 

To eomp^ss the Kmg again. 

Queen Maiy hath had her first heart's wish,— 
She h'»tli hiought forth a beautiful hoy ; 

And the b(lK hiie nmg, and Masses been suii 
And boi fii(,> hi^t blazed for joy. 
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And maiiy's flie cask of the good red wine, * 

And many the cask of the white, 
Which was broached for joy that morning. 

And emptied hefoi-e it was night. 

But now for Queen Mary's second heart's wish. 

It must be determined now ; 
And Bishop Eojl, her Confessor, 

la the person who taught her how. 

Twelve waxen tapers he hath had made. 

In size and weight the same ; 
And to each of these twelve tapers 

He hath ^ven an Apostle's name. 

One holy Nnn had bleached the wax. 

Another the wicks had spun ; 
And the golden candlesticks were blest 

Which they were set upon. 

From that which should burn the longest, 

The infant his name must take ; 
And the Saint who owned it. was to be 

His Patron for his name's sake. 



A godlier or a goodlier sight 

Was nowhere to be seen, 
Methinks, that day, in Christendom, 

Than in the chamber of that good Queen. 
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Twelve little altars hare been there 

Erected, for the nonce ; 
And the twelve tapers are set thereon, 

Which are all to he lit at once. 

Altars more gorgeously dressed 

Yon nowhere could desire ; 
At each there stood a ministering Triest 

In his moat rich attire. 

A high altar hath there heen raised, 

"Where the Crucifix yon see ; 
And tlie sacred Pyx that shines with gold, 

And sparkles with jewelry. 

Bishop Boyl, with his precious mitre on, 

Hath taken there his stand, 
In robes which were embroidered. 

By the Queen's own royal hand. 

In one part of the anteroom, 

The Ladies of the Queen, 
All with theii' rosaries in hand, 

Upon their knees are seen. 

In the other part of the anteroom 
The Chiefe of the realm you behold, 

Bieos Omes, and Bishops and Abbots, 
And Knights and Barons bold. 
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Queen Macy could behold all this 

As she lay in her sUite-hed ; 
And from the pillow needed not 

To lift her languid head. 

Ooe fear she Imd, though still her heart 
The unwelcome thought eschewed, 

That haply the unlucky lot 
Might fall upon St. Jude. 

But the Saints, she trusted, that ill chance 

"Would certainly forefend ; 
And moreoFcr there was a double hope 

Of seeing the wished-foi' end; — 

Because there was a double chance 
For the best of all good names r 

If it should not be Santiago himself, 
It might be the lesser St. James. 

And now Bishop Boyl hath said the Mass ; 

And, as soon as the Mass was done, 
The priests, who by the twelve tapers stood, 

Each instantly lighted one. 

The tapers were short, and slender too ; 

Yet to the expectant throng. 
Before they to the socket burnt, 

The time, I trow, seemed long. 
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The first tliat went out was St. Peter, 

The second was St. John ; 
And now St. Matthias is going, 

And now St. Matthew is gona 

Kext there went St. Andrew ; 

There goes St. Philip too; 
And, see ! there is an end 

Of St. Bartholomew. 

St. Simon is in the snuff; 

But it was a loatter of doubt 
Whether he or St. Thomas oould be said 

Soonest to have gone out. 

There are only three remaining, — 
St. Jude and the two Sts. James ; 

And great was then Queen Mary's hope 
For the best of all good names. 

Great was then Queen Mary's hope ; 

But greater her fear, I guess, 
When one of the three went out, 

And that one was St. James the Less. 

Tliey ai-e now within less than quarter-inch, 

The only remaining two ! 
When there came a thief in St. James, 

And it made a gutter too I 
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Up started Queen Mary ; ^ 

Up she sate in her bed; 
" I never ean call liim Judas ! " 

She clasped her hands and said. 

" I never can call him Judas I " 

Again did she exclaim : 
" Holy Mother, preserve us I 

It is not a Christian nanie ! " 

She spread her hands, and clasped them again, 
Aad the Infant in the cradle 



" Holy Mother, preserve us ! " 
The Queen iier prayer renewed ; 

"When in came a molh at the window, 
And fluttered about St. Jude. 

St. James hath fallen in his socket, 
But aa yet the flame is not out ; 

And St. Jude hath singed the silly moth 
That ilutters so blindly about. 

And before the flame and the molten was 

That silly moth could kill, 
It hath beat out St. Jude with its wings, 

And St; Jam^ is burning stiU I 
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Oh, tliat was a joy for Queen Mary's lieart ! 

The babe is cliristened James : 
The Prince of Avagon hath got 

The best of all good names ! 

Glovy to Santiago, 

The mighty one in war ! 
James he b called, and he shall be 

Kmg James the Conqueror ! 



Now shall the Crescent wan^ 
The Cross be set on high 

In triumph, upon many 
Woe, woe, to Mawmetry 



Valencia shall be subdued ; 

Majorca shall be won ; 
The Moors be routed everywhere ; 

Joy, joy, for Aragon ! 

Shine brighter now, ye stars, that crown 

Our Lady del Pilar ! 
And rejoice in thy grave, Cid Campcador 

Kuy Diez de Bivar ! 
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Thb Btory here versified !a told by Taylor tha Waler Poet, in 
h 11 W 1 rii Dj dll a rs Obsei'vations 
f L d H b gl Gann y t Jews and 

G til 1th D Ipt f 1 nd T w ra, CasUaa 

d C t d K nrUfi I G 11 w d n t -al H fTnan; and 

dedi ted f tl p t t th b t 01 ml n KuigHt 

Erni t Sir Th as C rv t It th J in f his col- 

lect dw k p8a rtb tl dpg 

Collein, -which Is the Boeue of this story, is mora probnbly 
Kollon oil the Elbe, in Boheroia, nr a town of the same name in 
Pcnsala, tliati CJologne ; to which great city the readet will per- 
ceive I luid good reasoiis fur transferring it. 



PART 1 



EorBECiiT the Eobber is taken at last ; 
la Cologne they have him fast ; 
Ti-ial is over, and sentence passed ; 
And hopes of escape were vmn, he knew. 
For the gallows now must have its due. 

But, though pardon cannot hero be bought, 
It may for the other world, he thought ; 
And so, to his comfort, with one consent. 
The Friars assured their penitent. 
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Money, they teach him, when rightly given, 
Is put out to account witli Heaven ; 
For eutfrages, therefore, his plunder went, 
Sinfully gotten, but piously spent. 

All Saints, whose shrines are in that city, 
They tell bim, wUI on him have pity ; 
Seeing he hath liberally paid, 
In this lime of need, for their good aid. 

In the Three Kings they bid him confide, 
Who there in Cologne lie side by side ; 
And from the Eleven Thousaod Vii^ins eke, 
Internesaion for him will they bespeak. 

And also a sharer he shall be 

In the merits of their community; 

All which tliey promise, he need not fear, 

Through Piu-g:itory will carry him clear. 

Though the furnace of Babylon could not compare 
With the terrible fire that rages there, 
Yet they tlieir part will so zealously do, 
He shall only but frizzle as he flies through. 

And they will help him to die well, 
And he shall be hanged with hook and bell ; 
And moreover with holy water they 
Will sprinkle him, ere they turn away. 
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For buried Koprecht must not be ; 

He is to be left on the triple tree, 

Tliat they who pass along may spy 

Where the famous Eobber is hanging on high. 

Seen is that gibbet far aod wide 
Fi-om the EhiDe aad from the DusseldorJF side ; 
And li-om. all roada which cross the saad, 
North, south, and west, in that level laud. 

It will be a comfortable sight 
To see him there by day and by night ; 
For Roprecht the Eobber many a year 
Had kept the country round in fear. 

So the Friara assisted, by special grace. 
With book and bell to the fatal place ; 
And he was hanged on the ti-iple tree 
With as much honor as man could be. 

In his suit of irons lie was hung ; 
They sprinkled him then, and their psalm they simg ; 
And, turning away when this duty was paid, 
They said, What a goodly end he had made ! 

The crowd broke up, and went their way ; 
AU were gone by the close of day; 
And Roprecht the Robber was left there 
Hanging alone in the moonlight air. 
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The last wlio looked back for a parting sights 
Beheld Mm there in the clear moonlight ; 
But (lie first who looked when the morning slione,- 
Saw in disniiiy that Koprecht was gone. 



PART II. 

The stir in Cologne is greatei- lo-day 
Than all the bustle of yesterday ; 
Hundreds and ttousaods went out to see : 
The irons and chains, as well as he, 
"Were gone, but the rope was left on the tree. 

A wonderful thing ! for every one said 
He had hung till he was dead, dead, dead, 
And on tlie gallows was seen from noon 
Till ten o'docls, in the light of the moon. 

Moreover, tie Hangman was ready to swear 
He had done his pai-t witli all due care ; 
And that certainly better hanged than he 
No one ever was, or ever could be. 

Neither kith nor kin, to bear ium away, 
And fiinei-al rites in secret pay. 
Had he ; aud none tliat pains would take, 
With risk of the law, for a stranger's sake. 
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So 'twas thought, because he had died so well, 
He was taken away by a miracle. 
But would he agRin alive be found? 
Or had he been laid in holy ground ? 

If in holy ground his relics were laid, 
Some marvellous sign would show, they said ; 
If i-estored to life, a Friai' he would be, 
Or a holy Hermit certainly, 
And die in the odor of sanctity. 

That thus it would prove they could not doubt, 
Of a man wliose end had been so devout ; 
And to disputing then they fell 
About who had wrought this miracle. 

Had the Three Kings this mercy shown. 
Who were the pride and honor of Cologne ? 
Or was it an act of proper grace, 
From the Army of Virgins of British race. 
Who were also the glory of that place ? 

Pardon, some said, they might presume, 
Being a kingly act, from the Kings must come ; 
Bnt others maintained that St. Ursula's heart 
Would sooner be moved to the merciful part. 

There was one who thought this aid divine 
Came from the otliei" bank of the Rhine ; 
For Eopi-edit tliere, too, had for favor applied. 
Because his birthplace was on that side. 
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To DusseldorlF ttcn the praise migiit belong, 
And its Army of Martyrs, ten thousand strong! 
But he for a Duaseldorff man was known, 
And no one would listen to him in Cologne, [own. 
Where the people would have the whole wonder their 

The Friai'3, who helped Iiim to die so well. 

Put in their claim to the miracle ; 

Greater things than this, as their Annals could tell. 

The stock of their merits for sinful men 

Had done before, aad would do agiun, 

Twas a whole week's wonder in that great town, 
And in all places, up the river and down ; 
But a greater wonder took place of it then. 
For Roprecht was found on the gallows again ! 



With that the whole dty flocked out fo see ; 
There Roprecht was on the triple tree, 
Dead, past all doubt, as dead could be; 
But fi-esh he was as if spells had charmed him, 
And neither wind nor weather had harmed liim. 

While the multitude stood in a muse, 

One said, " I am sure he was hanged in shoes ! " 

In this the Hangman and all concurred ; 

But now, behold, he was booted and spuiTcd! 
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Plainly therefore it was to be seen 

That somewhere on horseback he had been ; 

And at thia the people mar^'elled more 

Tiian at any thing which had liappeaed before. 

For not in riding trim was he 

When he disappeared from the triple tree ; 

And his suit of irons he still was in, 

"With the collar that clipped him under the chin. 

With that this second thought befell. 
That perhaps he had not died so well, 
Nor had Ssunts performed tlie miracle ; 
But rather there was cause to fear 
That the foul Fiend had been busy here I 

Eopreeht the Eobher had long been their curse, 
And hanging had only made him worse ; 
For, bad as he was when living, fliey said 
They had rather meet him alive than dead. 

What a horse must it he which he had ridden 1 
No earthly heast could be so bestridden ; 
And when hy a hell-horse a dead rider was carried, 
The whole land would be fearfully harried ! 

So some were for digging a pit in the place, 
And burying him there with a stone on his face ; 
And that hard on his body tlie earth should be 

pressed, 
And exorcists be sent for to lay him at resl. 
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But otliers, whose knowledge was greater, opined 
That this corpse was too stroDg to be confined; 
No weight of earth which they could lay 
Would hold him down a single day, 
If he chose to get up and ride away. 

Tliere was no keeping Vampires under ground; 
And bad as a Vampire he might be found, 
Pests against whom, it was understood. 
Exorcism never had done any good. 

But fire, they said, had been proved to be 
The only infallible remedy ; 
So they were for burning the body onfiight, 
Which would put a stop to his riding fay night. 

Others were for searching the mystery out, 
And setting a guard the gallows about, 
Who should keep a careful watch, and see 
Whether Witch or Devil it might be 
That helped him down from the triple tree. 

For that there were witches in the land. 
Was what all by this might understand; 
And they must not let the occasion slip 
For detecting that cursed fellowship. 

Some were for this, and some for that. 
And some they could not tell for what; 
And never was such commotion known 
In that gi-eat city of Cologne. 
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PAET IV. 

PiBTER Snote was a boor of good reriowii, 
Who dwelt about an hour and a half from the Sown ; 
And he, while the people were all in debate, 
Went quietly in at the city gate. 

For Father Kijf he sought about, 
His Confessor, till he found Mm out ; 
But the Father Confessor wondered to see 
The old mMi, and what his errand might be. 

The good Priest did not wonder less 
When Pieter said he was come to confess : 
"Why, Pieter, how can this be so? 
I confessed thee some ten days ago ! 

"Thy conscienee, methinks, may be well ;it rest. 

An honest man among the best ; 

I would that all my floclt, like thee, 

Kept clear accounts with Heaven and me ! " 

Always before, without confusion. 

Being sure of easy absolution, 

Pieter his little slips had summed; 

But he hesitated now, and he hawed and hummed. 

And something so strange the Father saw 
In Pieter's looks, and his hum and his haw, 
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That he hegan to doubt it was something more 
Than a trifle omitted ia last week's score. 

At length it came out, that in the affair 
Of Eoprecht the Eohber he had some share ; 
The Coofessor then gave a start in fear, — 
■ " God grant there have been no witchcraft here I " 

Pieter Snoye, who was looking down 

With something betweeo a smile and a frown, 

Felt that suspicion move his bile, 

And looked up with more of a frown than a snjile. 

" Fifty years I, Pieter Snoye, 
Have lived in this country, man and boy, 
And have always paid the Church her due, 
And kept short scores with Heaven and you. 

" The Devil himself, though Devil he be, 
Would not dare impute that sin to me ; 
He might charge me as well with beresy ; 
And if he did, here, in this place, 
I'd call him liar, and spit in his face ! " 

The Father, he saw, cast a gracious eye 
When he heard him thus the Devil defy ; 
The wrath, of which he had eased his mind. 
Left a comfortable sort of warmth behind, — 

Like what a cheerful cup will impart. 

In a Bodal hour, to an honest man's heart ; 
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And he added, " For all the witchcraft here, 
I shall presently make that matter clear. 

" Though I am, as you very well know, Father Kijf, 
A peaceable man, and keep clear of strife, 
It's a queerish husioeaa that now Fve been in; 
But I can't say that it's much of a sin. 

" However, it needs must be confessed; 

And, as it will set thia people at rest, 

To come with it at once was best: 

Moreover, if I delayed; I' thought 

That some might perhaps into trouble be brought. 

"Under the seal I tell it you. 
And you will judge what is best to do. 
That no hurt to me and my son may ensue: 
No eartldy hai-m have we intended ; 
And what was ill done has been ' 



"I and my son Piet Pieterszoon 

Were returuing home by the light of the a 

From this good city of Cologne, 

On the night of the execution-day; 

And hard by the gibbet was our way. 

"About midnight it was we were passing b 
My son Piet Piet«rszoon and I, 
When we heard a moaning as we came nei 
Which made hs quake at first for fear. 
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" But the moaning was presently heard again, 
And we knew it was notliing ghostly then : 
' Lord help us, lather! ' Piet Pieterszoon said, 
' Kopreeht, for certain, is not dead ! ' 

" So under the gallows our carf we drive ; 
And, sure enough, the man was alive : 
BecauBe of the irom that he was in, 
He was hanging, not by Che neck, but the chin. 

" The reason why things had got thus wrong 
Waa that the rope had been left too long j 
The Hangman's fiiult, — a clumsy rogue, 
He is not lit to hang a dog. 

" Now, Roprecht, as long as the people were thei 

Never stirred hand or foot in the air ; 

But, when at iast he was left alone. 

By that time so much of his strength was gone, 

That he could do little more than groan. 

" Piet and I had been sitting it out. 
Till a latish hour, at a christening bout ; 
And perhaps we were rash, as you may think, 
And a little soft, or so, for drink. 

" Father Kijf, we could not hear 
To leave him hanging in misery there ; 
And 'twas an act of mercy, I cannot but say, 
To get him down, and take him away. 
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" AncI, as you know, all people paid. 
What a goodly end that day he had made ; 
So we thought for certain, Father Eijf, 
That, if he were saved, he would meud liis life. 

" My son Piet Pieterszoon and I, 
We took him down, seeing none was nigh ; 
And we took off his suit of irons with care, 
When we got him home, and we hid him there. 

" The secret, as you may guess, was known 
To Alit my wife, but to her alone ; 
And never sick man, I dare aver, 
Was better tended thaa he was by her. 



" Good advice, moreover, as good eould be, 
He had from Alit my wife and me ; 
And no one could promise feirer than he: 
So that we, and Piet Pieterszoon our son, 
Thought that we a very good deed had done. 

" You may well think we laughed in our sleev 
At what the people then seemed to believe ; 
Queer enough it was to hear them say 
That the Three Kings took Eoprecht away ; — 

" Or that St. Ursula, who ia in bliss, 
With her Army oil Virgins had done this : 
The Three Kings, and St. Ui-sula too, 
I warrant, had something better lo do. 
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" Piet Pieterszoon my son and I, 
We heard them talk as we stood by, 
And Piet looked at ine with a comii;:il eye : 
We though them fools, hut, as jou shuU see, 
Not over-wise ourselves were we. 

" For I must tell you. Father Kijf, 
That when we told this to Alit my wife, 
She at the notion perked up with delight, 
And said she believed tlie people were right. 

" Had not Eoprecht put in the Saints his hope ? 
And whp but they should have loosened the rope, 
When tliey saw that no one could intend 
To malie at the gallows a better end ? 

"Yes, she said, it was perfectly clear 
That there must have been a miracle here ; 
And we had the happiness to be in it, 
Having been brought there just at the minute. 

"And therefore it would become us to make 
An offering tor tliis iavor's sake 
To the Three Kings, and the Virgins too, 
Since we could not tell to whicli it was due. 

" For greater honor there could be none 

Than what in this business the Saints had done 

To us, and Piet Pieter.szoon our son ; 

She talked me over, Father Kijf, 

With that tongue of hers, did Alit my wife. 
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KOPRUCHT THE 

" Lord, for^ve us ! as if the Saints would deign 
To come and help such a rogue in grain ; 
When the only mercy the case could admit 
Would have been l<i make his halter fit ! 

" That would have made one hanging do, 

In happy season ibr him loo, 

When he was in a proper cue ; 

And have saved some work, as you will sec, 

To my son Piet Piei 



" Well, Father, we kept him at bed and hoard 
'fill his neck was cured and his strength restored; 
And we should have sent him off this day 
With something io help him on his way. 

"But this wicked Roprecht, what did he? 
Though he had been saved thus mercifully. 
Hanging had done him so little good. 
That he took to his old ways as soon as he could. 

" Last night, when we were all asleep, 
Out of his bed did this gallows-bird creep ; 
Piet Pieterszoon's boots and spurs he put on. 
And stole my best horse, and away he was gone ! 

"Now, Alit my wife did not sleep so hard 
But she heard the horse's feet in the yard; 
And when she jogged me, and bade me awake. 
My mind n 
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" To the window my good woman went, 
And watched ■which way his course he bent; 
And, in such time as a pipe can he lit, 
Our horses were ready with bridle and biL 

" Away, as fast as we could hie, 

We went, Piet Pieterszoon and I; 

And still on the plain we had him in sight ; 

The moon did not shine for nothing that night. 

" Knowing the ground, and riding fiist, 

We came up with him at last. 

And — would you belieye it, Father Kijf ? — 

The ungrateful wretch would have taken my life, 

If he had not missed hia stroke, with a knife ! 

" The struggle in no long time was done. 
Because, you know, we were two to one ; 
But yet all our strength we were fain to try, 
Piet Pieterszoon my son and I. 

" When we had got him on the ground, 
We fastened his liands, and liis legs we bound ; 
And across the horse we laid him then. 
And brought him back to the house again. 

'"We have robbed the gallows, and that was iil 
Said I to Piet Pieterszoon my son ; [done ! ' 

' And restitution we must make 
To that same gallows, for justice' sake.' 
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ROPEECIIT 1 

f' In his suit of irons the rogue we arrayed. 
And once again in the cart he was laid ! 
Night not yet so far was spent 
But there was time enough for our intent ; 
And back to the triple tree we went. 

" His own rope was ready there ; 
To measure the length we took good care ; 
And the job which the bungling Hangman I 
This time, I think, was properly done 
By me and Piet Pieterszoon my son." 
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THE YOUNG DEAGON. 



The legend on which this poem is founded h related in the 
" Vida y HazniiEa del Omn Tnmorlan, eon la Besei'ipoion do laa 
Tiorras de su Imperio y Sciiorio, escritn por Say Gonzales de 
Clavijo, Camaveto del raay alto y Poderoso Seiior Don Eniique, 
Tercero dests. Nombra, Rey de Castilia y de Leon ; con un lU- 
netaxio de lo Suoedido en la Embajada, que por diolio Sonor el 
EayhizoaldichoPiiiicipe, llaiiKiiopor otro Hombre Tamorbeo, 
Alio del NoBimiento de 1403." 



PiTHTEiAN was a Pagan, 

An easy-liearted man ; 
And Pagan sure he thought to end, 

As Pagan he began. 
Thought he, " The one must needs be 
The old Eeligion or the new, 

And therefore nothing care I: 
I call Diana tlie Divine ; 
My daughter woi-ships at the shrine 

Of the Christian Goddess, Mary. 

"In this uncerttun matter 
If I the wrong courae take, 
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THE YOUKG DItAGON. 

Mary to me will mercy show 

For my Jtarana's salte. 
If I aiu right, and Dian bend 
Her dreadful bow, or Phcebus send 

His shaib abroad for slaughter, 
Safe from their arrows shall I be, 
And the twin Deities for me 

Will spare my dear-loved daughter," 

If every one in Aiitioch 

Had i-easoned in this strain, 
It never would have raised alarm 

In Satan's dark domain. 
But Mary's Image every day 
Looks down on crowds who come to pray ; 

Her votaries never falter; 
While Dian's temple is so bare, 
That, unless her Priestess take good care, 

She will have a gi'ass-greea altar. 

Perceiving this, the old Dragon 

Inflamed with anger grew : 
Earthquakes and Plagues were common ills ; 

There needed something new, — 
Some vengeance so severe and strange, 
That forepast times, in all their range, 

With no portent could match it ; 
So for himself a nest he made, 
And in tliat nest an egg he laid. 

And down he sate to hatch iL 
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He built it by the fountain 

Of Phlegethon's red flood. 
In the innermost abyss, the place 

Of central solitude ; 
Of adamantine blocks uuhenn, 
With lava acoria interstrewn. 

The sole material fitting ; 
"With amianth he lined the neat. 
And incombustible asbest, 

To bear tlie fiery sitting. 

There, with malignant patience, 

He sate in fell despite, 
Till this draeontine cockatrice 

Should break ils way to light. 
Meantime, his angry heart to cheer. 
He thought that all this while no fear 

The Antiocheans stood in, 
Of what, on deadliest vengeance bent, 
Witli imperturbable intent, 

He there for them was brooding. 

The montlis of incubation 

At length were duly past ; 
And now the infernal Dragon-chick 

Hath burst its shell at last ; 
At which long-looked-for sight, enrapt, 
For joy the father Dragon clapped 

His brazen wings like thunder, 
So loudly that tlie mighty sound 
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THE YOUNG DllAGOK. 

Was like an eai-tliquake felt around, 
Attd all above and under. 

The diabolic youngling 

Came out no callow birth, 
Paling, defenceless, blind, and weak. 

Like bird or beast of earth ; 
Or man, most helpless thing of all 
That fly or swim or creep or crawl ; 

But in his perfect figure : 
Hia horns, his dreadftil tail, his sfiug, 
Scales, teefh, and claws, and every thing, 

Complete and in their vigor. 

The Old Dragon was delighted. 

And proud widial, to see 
In what perfection he had hatched 

His hellish progeny ; 
And round and round, with fold on fold, 
Hia tail about the imp he rolled, 

In fond and close enlacement ; 
And neck round neck, with many a turn. 
He coiled ; which was, you may discern. 

Their manner of embracement. 



4. VOICE was heard in Antioch, 
Whence uttered none could know ; 



iiM=^i>,Goot^lc 



t) souTiiEy s POEMS, 

But from tlieir sleep it wakened all, 
Proclmming, "Woe, woe, woe!" 
It sounded here, it sounded there, 
Within, without, and everywhere, 

A terror and a warning ; 
Repeated thrice the dreadful word 
By every living soul was beard 
Before the hour of morning. 

And in the air a rusbiag 

Passed over in the night ; 
And, as it passed, there passed with it 

A meteoric lighL 
The blind that piercing light intense 
Felt, in their long-sealed visual sense, 

With sudden, short sensation ; 
The deaf that rushing in the sky 
Could hear, and (hat portentous cry 

Reached them with consteruarion. 

The aslflnished Antiocheans 

Impatiently await 
The break of day, not knowing when 

Or what might be their fate. 
Alas! what then'the people hear, 
Only with certitude of fear 

Their sinking hearts affrighted! 
For in the fertile vale below. 
Came news, that, in (hat night of woe, 

A Dragon had alighted. 
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It was no earthly monatei' 

In Libyan deserts nursed ; 
Nor had the Lema lake sent forth 

This winged worm accurst : 
The Old Dragon's own laid egg was this, 
The fierce Toung Dragon of the abyss, 

Who from the fiery fountain. 
Through earth's concavities, that night 
Had made his way, and taken flight 

Out of a burning mountain. 

A voice that went belbre him 

The cry of woe preferred ; 
The motion of his brazen wicga 

Was what the deaf had heard ; 
The flashing of his eyes, that light 
The which upon their inward sight 

The blind had felt astounded : 
What wonder then, when from the wall 
They saw him in the vale, if all 

With terror were confounded ? 

Compared to that strong armor 

Of scales which he was in, 
The hide of a rhinoceros 

Was like a lady's skin. 
A battering-ram might play in vain 
Upon his head, with might and main, 

Though fifty men had worked it ; 
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And fTOm his tail they saw him fling 
Out, like a rocket, a long siing, 
When he for pastime jerked it. 

To whom of Gods or Heroes 

Should they for aid apply ? 
Where should they look for sucuor now. 

Or whither should they fly ? 
For now no Demigods were found 
Like those whose deathless deeds abound 

In ancient song and story ; 
No Hercules was then on earth, 
Nor yet of her St. George's hirth 

Could Cappadocia glory. 

And even these against him 

Had found their strength but small : 
He could have swallowed Hercules, 

Club, lion-skin, and all. 
Yea, had St. George himself been there 
Upon the flercrat steed that e'er 

To battle bore bestrider, 
Tins dreadful Di-agon, in his might. 
One mouthful only, and one bite, 

Had made of horse and rider. 

They see how uoavailing 

All human force must prove : 

Oh, might their earnest prayei-s obtain 
Protection from above ! 
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THE YOC 

The Christians soQght oui- Lady's shrine, 
To invocate her aid divine ; 

And, with a lilte emotion, 
The Pagans, on that feaiful day, 
Took to Diana's fatie their way, 

And offered their devotion. 

But there the offended Goddess 

Beheld them with a irown ; 
The indignant altar lieaved itself 

And shook their offerings down i 
The Priestess, with a deathlike hue, 
Pale as the marble Image grew j 

The mavhle Image reddened ; 
And these poor suppliants, at the sight, 
Pelt, in fresh access of affright. 

Their hearts within them deadened. 

BehoJd the marble eyeballs 

With life and motion shine ! 
And from the movmg marble lips 

There comes a voice divine, — 
A demon voice, by all the crowd 
Distinctly heard, nor low nor loud. 

But deep and clear and thi-iUing ; 
And carrying lo the soul such dread, 
That they perforce must what it said 

Obey, however unwilling. 

" Hear, hear," it said, " ye people ! 
The ancient Gods have sent, 
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In anger for your long neglect, 

This signal punishment. 
To mortal Mary vows were paid, 
And prayers preferred, and offerings made i 

Our temples wei-e deserted : 
Kow, when our vengeance makes ye wise. 
Unto your proper Deities 

In fear ye have reverted ! 

"Hear now the dreadful jut^ment 

For this which ye have done: — 
The infernal Dragon will devour 

Tour daughters, one by one ; 
A Christian Virgin, every day, 
Te must present him for his prey. 

With garlands decked, as meet is : 
That with the Christians he begins 
Is what, in mercy to your sins, 

Ye owe to my entreaties. 

" Whether, if to my worship 

Ye now continue true, 
I may, when tliese are all consumed, 

Avert the ill from you, 
Tliat on Che Ancient Giods depends, 
If they be made once more your friends 

By your sincere repentance : 
But, for tlie present, no delay ; 
Cast lots among ye, and obey 

The inexorable sentence." 
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Though to the Pagan priesthood 

A triumph this might seem, 
Few families there were who thus 

Could in their grief misdeem ; 
For oft, in those distracted days, 
Parent and child went different ways, 

The sister and the brother ; 
And when, in spirit moved, the wife 
Chose one rehgious course of life, 

The husband took the other. 

Therefore in every household 

Was seen tie face of fear; 
They who were safe themselves, exposed 

In those whom they held dear. 
The hsts are made, and in the urn 
The names are placed to wait their turn 

For this far worse than slaughter ; 
And, from that fatal urn, the first 
Drawn for this dreadful death accurst 

Was of Pitliyrian's daughter. 

With Chrisfian-lilte composure 

Marana heard her lot; 
And though her countenance at first 

Grew pale, she trembled not. 
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i42 southey's poems. 

Not for herself the Virgin grieved ; 
She knew in whom she htid believed, — 

Knew that a crown of glory 
In Heaven would recompense her worth, 
And her good name remain on earth, 

The theme of sacred story. 

Her fears were for her fether, 

How he should bear this griei^ 
Poor wretched heathen ! if he still 



Her looks amid the multitude, 

"Who struck Willi deep compassion stood. 

Are seeking for Pithyiian : 
He cannot bear to meet her eye. 
Where goest thou ? whither wouldst thou flj 

Thou misei-able Syrian ? 

H^h sudden hope inspired him ? 

Or is it in despair 
That through the throng he made his way, 

And sped he knew not where ? 
For how conld he the sight sustain, 
When now the sacrificial ti'ain 

Inhumanly surround her? 
How bear io see her when, with flowers 
From rosiers and from jasmine bowers, 

They like a victim crowned her ? 

He knew not why nor whither 
So fiist he hurried thence. 
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THE YOUNG UKAGON. 2 

But felt like one possessed by some 

Controlling infiiience. 
Nor turned he to Diana's fane, 
Inly assured that pi-ayers were vain 

If made for such protection : . 
His Pagan faith he now forgot, 
And the wild way he took was not 

His own, but Heaven's direction. 

He who had nevei- entered 

A Christian church till then, 
Except in idle mood profane, 

To view the ways of men. 
Now to a Christian church made straight, 
And hastened through its open gate. 

By his good Angel guided, 
And thinking, though he knew not why, 
That there some blessed Power on high 

Had help for him provided. 

Wildly he looked about him 

On many a form divine. 
Whose Image o'er its altar stood, 

And many a sculptui-ed shrine. 
In which believers might behold 
Eelics more precious than the gold 

And jewels which incased them. 
With painful search from far and near 
Brought to be venerated here, 

Where piety had placed them. 
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Tliere stood the Virgin Mother, 

Crowned with a starry wreath ; 
And there Uie awful Crucifix 

Appeared to bleed and breathe ; 
Martyi-s to whom their palm is given, 
And sainted Maids wlio now in Heaven 

With glory are invested : 
Glanciag o'er these, his rapid eye 
Toward one image, that stood nigh. 

Was drawn, aad there it rested. 

The countenance tliat fixed him 

Was of a sunburnt mien ; 
The face was like a Prophet's iace 

Inspired, but yet serene ; 
His arms aad legs and feet were bare ; 
The raiment was of camel's hair. 

That, loosely hanging round him, 
Fell from the shoulders to the knee ; 
And round the loins, though elsewhere fw 

A leathern gii-dle hound him. 



With his right arm uplifted, 
The great Precui-sor stood. 

Thus represented to the life 
In carved and painted wood. 

Below the real arm was laid 

Within a crystal aliri 
For pubhe v 
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Not now of flesh and blood, — but Ijone, 
Sinews, and shrivelled skin alone, 
In ghastly preservation. 

Moved by a seci'et impulse 

Which he could not withstand, 
"Let me," PithyrJan cried, "adore 

That blessed arm and hand ! 
This day, this miserable day, 
My Pagan faith I put away, 

Abjure it and abhor it; 
And in the Saints I put my trust, 
And in the Cross ; and, if I must, 

Will die a Martyr for it. 

" This is the arm whose succor 

Heaven brings me here to seek ! 
Oh, let me press it to my Ups, 

And so its aid bespeak ! 
A strong faith makes me now presume, 
That^ when to this unhappy doom 

A hellish power hath brought her. 
The heavenly hand, whose mortal mould 
I humbly worship, will unfold 

Its strength, and save my daughter." 

The Sacristan with wonder 

And pity heard his prayer. 
And placed the relic in his hand, 

As he knelt humbly there. 
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Bight thankfiilly the kneeling man 
To that confiding Sacristan 

Returned it, after kissing; 
And he within the crystal shrine 
fiepTaced the precious arm divine, 

Nor saw that aught was missing. 



PART IV. 

Oh piety audacious ! 

Oh boldness of belief I 
Oh sacrilegious force of faith, 

That then inspired Uie thief 1 
Oh wonderful extent of love. 
That Saints enthroned in bliss above 

Should bear such profanation, 
And not hy some immediate act, 
Sti'iking the offender in the feet, 

Prevent the perpetration ! 

But sure the Saint that impulse 
Himself ftoia Heaven had sent. 

In mercy predetermining 
The marvellous event; 

So inconceivable a thought, 

Seeming with sueh irreverence fraught. 
Could else have no beginning ; 
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Nor else might such a deed be done, 
As tben Pithyrian ventured on, 
Yet had no fear of sinning. 

Not as that Church he entered 

Did he from it depart, 
Like one bewildered by his grief, 

But confident at heart: 
Triumphantly he went hia way. 
And here the Hply Thumb away. 

Elated with his plunder, — 
That Holy Thumb, which well he knew 
Could pieix* the Dragon through and through, 

Like Jupiter's own thunder. 

Meantime was meek Maraua 

For sacrifice ari'ayed ; 
And now in sad procession forth 

They led the flower-erowned Maid. 
Of this infernal triumph vain, 
The Pagan Priests precede the train ; 

Oh hearts devoid of pity ! 
And, to behold the abhorred event, 
At fiir or nearer distance went 

The whole of that great city. 

The Christians go to succor 

The sufferer with their prayers, 
The Pagans to a spectacle 

"Wliich dreadfully declares, 
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In this their overruling Lour, 
Their Gods' abominable power ; 

Tet not without emotion 
Of grief and horror and remorse, 
And natui-al piety, whtrae force 

Prevailed o'er felse devotion. 

The walls and towers are elustered, 

And every hill and height 
That overlooks the vale is thronged 

For this aceursed sight. 
Why art thou joyful, thou green Earth ? 
Wherefore, ye happy Birds 1 your mirth 

Are ye in carols voicing ? 
And thou, Suu ! in yon blue sky 
How canst thou hold thy eotirse on high 

This day, as if rejoicing? 

Already the procession 

Hath passed the city gate ; 
And now along the vale it moves 

With solemn pace sedate. 
And now the spot before them lies, 
Where, wsuting for his promised prize, 

The Dragon's chosen haunt is ; 
Blackened beneath his blasting feet, 
Though yesterday a green retreat 

Beside the clear Orontes. 

There the procession halted ; 
The Priests on either hand 
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Dividing then, a long array, 

In order took their staud. 
Midway betweeo, the Maid is left 
Alone, of human aid bereft : 

The Dragon now hath spied her; 
But in tliat moment of most need, 
Arriving breathless with his speed. 

Her father stood beside her. 

On came the Dragon rampant, 

Half running, half on wmg, 
His tail uplifted o'er his back 

In many a spiral ring ; 
His scales he ruffled in his pride ; 
His brazen pennons, waving wide. 

Were gloriously distended ; 
TTia nostrils smoked, his eyes flashed fire, 
Hia lips were drawn, and in his ire 

His mighty jaws extended. 

On came the Dragon rampant, 

Expecting there no check. 
And, open-mouthed, to swallow both 

He stretched his burnished neck. 
Pithyrian put his daughter by. 
Waiting for this with watchful eye. 

And ready to prevent it ; 
Within arm's length he let him come, 
Then ui he threw the Holy Thumb, 

And down his throat he sent it. 
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The hugest brazen mortar 

That ever yet fired bomb, 
Could not have checked this fiendish beast 

As did that Holy Thumb. 
He staggered as he wheeled short round; 
His loose feet scraped along the ground. 

To lift themselves unable ; 
Hia pennons in their weakness flawed ; 
His t^l, erected late, now dragged, 

Just like a long, wet cable. 

A rumbling and a tumbling 

Was heard in his inside ; 
He gasped, he panted, he lay down, 

He rolled from side to side ; 
He moaned, he groaned, he snufFed, he snored, 
He growled, he howled, he raved, he roared ; 

But, loud aa were hia clamors, 
Far louder was the inward din. 
Like a hundred braziers working in 

A caldron with their hammers, 



The hammering came faster, 
Moi'e t^aint the moaning sound; 

And now his body swells, aad now 
It mes from the ground. 

Not upw!u-d with his own consent. 

Nor borne by hia own wings, he wen 
Their vigor was abated ; 
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But lifted, no one could tell how, 
By power unseen, with which he now 
Was visibly inflated. 

Abominable Dragon, 

Now art tliou overmatched ; 
And bettei" had it beea for thee 

That thou hadst ne'er been hatched ; 
For now, distended like a ball 
To its full stretch, in sight of aU, 

The body mounts ascendaat ; 
The head before, the tail behind, 
The wings, like sails that want a wind. 

On eiiber side are pendent, 

Not without special mercy 

Was hie thus borne on high, 
TUl he appeared no bigger than 

An Eagle in the sky. 
For when about some three miles' height 
Yet still in perfect reach of sight, — 

Oh, wonder of aU. wonders 1 — 
He burst in pieces, with a sound 
Heard for a hundred leagues around, 

And like a thousand thunders. 

But bad that great explosion 

Been in the lower sky. 
All Antioch would have been laid 

In ruins, certainly ; 
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" And I their well-known voices too, 

Though far away, caa hear, 
Distinctly, even aa when in di'eams 

They reach the inward ear. 

" ' There speaks the maJi we knew of yore,' 
Well pleased I hear tliera say ; 

' Such was he in his lighter moods, 
Before our heads were gray. 

" ' Buoyant he was in spirit, quiclt 

Of fancy, blithe of heart, 
And Care and Time and Change have leit 

Untouched his beiter part.' 

" Thus say my morning friends who now 

Are in the vale of years, 
And I, save such as thus may rise, 

Would draw no other teai-s." 
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